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ADVENTUKES OF NEVIL BROOKE. 



BOOK L— WARWICKSHIRE. 



CHAPTER I. 

THE WIDOW AND HER SON. 

At the entrance to a small, sequestered ham- 
let, in that central coimty of England which 
gave birth to her greatest poet, and beneath 
the shadow of grand old trees which had 
once formed part of the forest of Arden, 
there stood a quaint, picturesque, ivy-grown 
cottage, scarcely changed in the eighteenth 
century from what it had been in the days 
of Queen Elizabeth. And there, on a sum- 
mer evening in the year 1744, a lady, in 
deep mourning, was seated in the rustic 
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porch, bending assiduously over her needle- 
work, but often glancing at the wooden 
bridge in the distance, where it spanned the 
narrow stream that bounded the footpath 
across the meadows, and communicated with 
the road that led to the neighbouring town. 

She was a fair, delicate woman, in middle 
life, full of refinement and matronly grace, 
but with tokens of care and sorrow on her 
still handsome countenance. The tears had 
left their traces in her mild, dove-like eyes, 
and the well-worn dress seemed to indicate 
some of the privations of poverty. Yet was 
there nothing of querulousness or discontent 
about her, and the general expression of her 
features was that of sweetness and resigna- 
tion. 

Suddenly she started from her seat, and 
her pale cheek was illumined with a flush 
of joy. For, waving a satchel above his 
head, and with a loud shout of recognition, 
a boy came rushing over the bridge and 
along the footpath, and in a few minutes 
more was hugging and kissing her in the 
porch. 

"It's all right, mother!" he cried, in a. 
glow of exultation. "I've won the prize, 
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and the doctor says I am fdcile princeps—* 
which means that I am cock of the school ! " 

The lady looked fondly and proudly at her 
son, but her voice trembled as she answered — 

" I am very, very glad, and I am sure you 
have worked hard for it. Only, do not be 
too much elated by your success. The world 
is so full of disappointments, and the race 
is not always to the swift, nor the battle to 
the strong." 

" Oh, I can see all that, mother ! " he said, 
with a good-natured smile. " There's luck 
in these things, and some of the others may 
have deserved it more than I did. But I 
thought it would please you, and that's 
. enough." 

He was a bright, fresh, intelligent-looking 
boy of fifteen, tall and slender, with blue 
eyes, a clear complexion, and light, wavy 
hair blowing about his forehead. He had 
the frank, open aspect which invites and in- 
spires confidence, his voice was pleasant to 
the ear, and his bearing was that of a gentle- 
man. 

And in truth the lad came of gentle blood. 
His family had long been known among the 
territorial aristocracy of the county, and 
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many of his ancestors had been men of mark 
in their generation. His father, Walter 
Brooke, of Brooke Hall, had inherited a large 
estate, along with an old and honourable- 
name ; but, unfortunately, he had impover^ 
ished the one, and lowered the dignity of the 
other. Left early an orphan, he no sooner 
took possession of his property, than he 
entered on a career of extravagance and 
dissipation. Young, handsome, and accom- 
plished, fond of excitement, and not insen- 
sible to flattery, he hung about the court of 
Queen Anne and her successor, indulged in 
all the follies and fopperies of the time, and 
revelled in the sparkling circle of wits^ 
and beaux, and beauties, of which poets and 
essayists have left us the record. Kind- 
hearted and generous by nature, his very 
virtues often made him a dupe, and his love 
of ostentation led him into countless absurdi- 
ties. But other and worse temptations — 
cards, and dice, and horse-racing — ^united to 
aid the prodigal in wasting his substance. 
He was already deeply involved in debt, 
when the glittering bubble of the South Sea 
Scheme appeared like a rainbow of hope to 
every spendthrift in the nation, and of course 
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Walter Brooke thought to extricate himself 
from all his embarrassments, by playing 
double or quits in that splendid game. He 
played, and lost his stakes, and saw before 
him nothing but disgrace and ruin. Then 
it was, that whatever good he had in him 
was made manifest in his struggle with ad- 
versity. He broke with his former habits 
and associates, retired into the country, and 
resolved to devote all his energies to save 
the wreck of the family fortunes from utter 
destruction. 

It was a hard fight with desperate circum- 
stances, for creditors were pressing, the land 
was heavily mortgaged, and the periods for 
payment of interest came round with startling 
rapidity. People said, that so fine a gentle- 
man might easily retrieve his position by a 
wealthy alliance ; but Brooke was too proud 
to stoop to such a bargain. For several years 
he lived almost alone, battling with difficulties 
and subject to many humiliations, but con- 
scious at least that he had not bartered away 
his most sacred feelings for gold. And then, 
just as it was thought he had given up all 
ideas of marriage, he sought and found com- 
fort in a true and pure affection. At the ago 
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of forty, he wooed and wedded a young girl 
in the neighbourhood of his home — a certain- 
Alice Featherston, the daughter of a worthy 
clergyman who had lately gone to his rest — 
and although she brought him no dowry but 
her beauty and maidenly virtues, it was one- 
of the few acts of his life that he never 
had cause to regret. 

Their union was for the most part happy, 
in spite of pecuniary troubles ; and the birth 
of a son seemed to rouse the father to new 
efforts to redeem the past. As he watched 
the growth of his child, and marked his 
opening intelligence, he felt bitterly how 
much he had injured the boy's future pros- 
pects, but he also found courage to persevere 
in his endeavours to repair the mischief. He 
had already brought some order into his 
affairs, and would probably have succeeded 
in greatly improving their condition, when 
his health began suddenly .to fail, and the 
strong man was struck down by premature 
disease. Then followed a long season of 
weakness, in which he strove vainly to con- 
tinue a hopeless contest, and knew that he 
was daily becoming more and more incapable 
of exertion. It was in those dark hours of 
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suflfering, when all that once charmed the 
senses had faded from his view, and all the 
vanities of the world had shown their false- 
ness and hoUowness, that the love of a 
devoted wife still cheered and soothed him 
in his decline. But he could not escape from 
the cloud that was gathering slowly roimd 
him, and he finally sank exhausted into the 
gloom and silence of the grave, before his boy 
had completed his twelfth year. 

The grief of the widow was inconsolable, 
but she soon had to use all her faculties in 
defence of the interests of her child. Sole 
executrix of her husband's will, and guardian 
of the heir, she was forced to undertake the 
management of an estate overwhelmed with 
debts and charges. The burden would have 
been too much for her to bear, had it not 
been for the assistance of a friend, who will 
be introduced hereafter to the reader of these 
pages. 

Walter Brooke had, indeed, a brother, but 
they had been long estranged by a total 
dissimilarity of character and pursuits. 
While the one had been dissipating his 
patrimony, the other had been steadily ac- 
cumulating a fortune for himself. Dissatisfied 
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with the portion of a younger son, Humphrey- 
Brooke had early left home for London, to 
engage in commerce and the acquisition of 
wealth. He had become a great merchant, 
one of the magnates of the Exchange and 
Leadenhall Street, and had largely added to 
his possessions by marriage with the daughter 
of an opulent city alderman. His relations 
with his brother had always been cold and 
distant ; and once, when Walter in a sudden 
emergency had applied to him for a loan, he 
had civilly, but firmly, declined the applica- 
tion. It was rumoured, moreover, that he was 
the real holder of the principal mortgages on 
the estate, and that he would not have been 
sorry to foreclose, and so get the property 
into his own hands. If such was his design, 
it had hitherto been frustrated by the regular 
payment of interest. 

When Humphrey came to his brother's 
funeral, he had strongly advised the widow 
to let the land go, and allow him to settle 
with the creditors as best he could; and he 
hinted, that in that case he would make some 
provision for herself and young Nevil, his 
nephew. But the lady answered, that she 
knew her husband's great desire had been 
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to fulfil his obligations, and to save the 
ancestral home for his son and heir, and that 
while she had life and strength she would 
never relax her endeavours to carry out his 
wishes. Then Humphrey shook his head 
and smiled, and said she must do as she 
pleased ; but added, that under those circum- 
stances she could not expect any aid from 
him. If an opportunity offered, he should 
be happy to use his influence on his nephew's 
behalf. But they must not count on anything 
else. 

With only one adviser, the friend already 
mentioned, the widow entered upon her 
difficult task. The Hall was let to a wealthy 
tenant, and she retired with her boy to live 
in the most frugal manner in a cottage, while 
every effort was made to meet the calls of 
creditors, and gradually to reduce the debts 
and pay off the incumbrances. She denied 
herself, not only the elegancies, but even 
many of the ordinary comforts of life, though 
she took care that her son should always be 
neatly dressed, and sufficiently provided with 
books and necessaries. And at one of those 
old grammar schools, with which the Refor- 
mation so richly endowed his country, the 
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youtli received an excellent education at little 
cost. 

" I must go and tell Molly," lie said, on the 
evening when he returned from school after 
gaining the prize. " She will he almost as 
glad as you are, mother, and show it twice as 
much." 

Then he hounded off to the small kitchen, 
where an old woman, who had heen his nurse 
and was now the only servant of the house, 
was engaged in stirring some oatmeal porridge 
over a charcoal fire. When she heard hi» 
news, she looked up with a hroad grin of 
satisfaction. 

" Eh, sure ! so you've heat 'em all round, 
Master Nevil. That's just as it should be, 
for when did a Brooke come off second best 
in aught that he choose to try for? I've 
always said you was a chick of the right 
brood, and when you was a babe I crossed 
your hand with a silver penny, and the 
gipsy told me you'd live to be as great a 
man as Gruy of Warwick ! " 

" But Guy of Warwick, though he killed a 
cow and a giant, Molly, used to live like a 
hermit in a cave, and beg his bread of hisr 
own wife, and I've no ambition for such a 
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fate. And as for the family name, my uncle, 
whom you are so fond of, is quite as much a 
Brooke as I am." 

" Your uncle ! he a Brooke ! He's no more 
like a Brooke than a cat's like a king. He 
was changed at nurse, or some witch must 
have sucked the blood out of him in his cradle. 
He's only fit to stick up in a garden to 
frighten away the crows. When he was 
down here, he stalked about like a white-faced 
hobgoblin, and never gave a coin nor a good 
word to an old servant. Not that I wanted 
his dirty money ! " 

" Well, never mind, Molly. He earned his 
money, and has a right to keep it. I wish 
I knew where to get some of the same stuff." 

"Why, you're not going to turn miser,. 
Master Nevil! All the Brookes, till this 
Humphrey, were greater at spending than 
getting. There was your poor father, the 
sweetest gentleman that ever trod in shoe-^ 
leather, he was none of your niggardly 
curmudgeons; and I hope you'll be as free-^ 
handed as any that went before you." 

" In order to be free-handed, as you call it, 
Molly, I must have something to do it with. 
But it was not of myself I was thinking* 
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What I want is to help my dear mother, and 
to see her look brighter and happier." 

" Ah, that's true enough ! " said the old 
woman, with a changed expression of counte- 
nance. " She's had her sore trials, and needs 
all the comfort you can give her. And I 
think somehow. Master Nevil, a way will be 
opened before you, as it was before Joseph in 
Egypt, and others we hear tell of in the 
Bible. Sure, it's the same luck and the same 
leading here in Warwickshire, as it was in 
the old countries." 

" No doubt of it, Molly ; and I only hope 
I shall be ready to do my part when the time 
for action comes. But now let us have some 
supper, for my run from the town has made 
me as hungry as a wolf." 

Then he went back to his mother, and they 
sat down to their evening meal of bread and 
milk and porridge, for tea was still too expen- 
sive a luxury for any but the rich. After 
that they watched the sunset from the cottage 
garden, and lingered long in the twilight, 
talking of many things. The boy was hope- 
ful and joyous, looking forward to the future 
with the sanguine spirit of youth, and telling 
of all he had planned to accomplish in the 
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good days to come. But the mother listened 
to him with anxious tenderness, and answered 
doubtfully and timidly, as though she feared 
to encourage too much these delightful visions. 
She had, perhaps, the superstition which is; 
not uncommon with those who have known 
sorrow, that it is hardly safe to speak out 
imreservedly the hopes and wishes of the 
heart. And yet it was for her son's future 
that she had striven and suffered so bravely, 
and was prepared to go on to the end with 
the same resolute will. And he, who knew 
this, tried all he could to banish her fears,, 
and to inspire her with some of his own 
cheerful enthusiasm. Before the evening was 
over he had succeeded in diverting her 
thoughts from sad memories of the past, and 
in occupying her mind with his projects, 
however wild and fanciful. 

Then, as the darkness fell over the face of 
the landscape, they re-entered the cottage 
together; and when, according to their 
nightly custom, they had offered up their 
prayers to Him who is the Father of the 
fatherless and the God of the widow, they 
retired to pursue in dreams the subjects of 
their late conversation. 
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CHAPTER II 



THE HUGUENOT. 



The next morning Nevil had not to leave 
home as usual, for the Midsummer holidays 
had hegun. While his mother went ahout 
her household occupations he lay down on 
the grass in the little garden, and was soon 
wholly ahsorhed in a hook. It was a tattered 
volume of plays, very rude in outward ap- 
pearance, but of priceless worth to the young 
reader, for to him it was the key to a world 
of light and beauty. As he turned over the 
pages his imagination was stirred by a spell 
of powerful magic, which transported him to 
far different scenes from the familiar objects 
around him. He was on the enchanted island, 
now with the shipwrecked Ferdinand, listen- 
ing to strange voices in the woods, and now 
with Miranda in her maiden paradise, or 
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following the dainty Ariel to the presence of 
Prospero. It was all so real and present that 
he forgot everything else, and did not even 
hear the sound of approaching footsteps till 
some one called him by his name. 

Then he started to his feet, and saw two 
well-known figures close beside him. The 
one was a tall, courtly gentleman, habited in 
black, with something of thoughtful sadness 
in his grave, mild aspect. The other was an 
alert little lady, with sharp-cut features, and 
black, sparkling eyes, whose grace and 
vivacity made up for the want of beauty, and 
whose dress, though plain, was so exquisitely 
neat and tasteful, that none 'could doubt for a 
moment to what nation she belonged. 

" Ah, madame ! ah, monsieur ! " said the 
boy, " I have to beg your pardon. I did not 
know you were so near." 

"It is quite unnecessary, mon ami^' said 
the gentleman. " You were well occupied, I 
have no doubt. May I ask what is that 
interesting book ? " 

" It is a volume of Shakspeare," answered 
Nevil, with a blush. " Perhaps, monsieur, 
you do not approve of playsj? " 

"-4ti contrairey mon ami! I have never 
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agreed with your rigid Puritans in con- 
demning one of the most delightful of arts, 
although it may be abused, like every other 
gift of God. And as for your Shakspeare, he 
was a great man, a great genius. It is a pity 
that he had not the finish, the refinement of 
our Eacine." 

" I do not know," said the lady, " but I 
used to think Racine very cold, very monotone^ 
when we played 'Esther and Athalip,' at 
our pensionnat. Tell the truth. Monsieur 
Nevil ; you prefer the grand, savage fire of 
your compatriot ? " 

" I do not pretend to judge, madame, but 
it is natural to like most what we understand 
best. Shakspeare was a Warwickshire lad, 
you know, and speaks to me in my own 
language." 

"Very well, very well indeed, Monsieur 
Nevil," said the lady, giving him a slight 
tap with her fan. "No one could have 
answered me more adroitly." 

" I assure you, I only meant " began 

Nevil, trying to explain, with the frank 
bashfulness of an English boy, that there 
was no adroitness in the matter. 

"Do not corrupt my pupil," said the 
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gentleman, smiling. " Let him be polite 
Avitliout intending it, as Monsieur Jourdairi 
did not know he was talking prose. But 
now, my Nevil, let us go and look for your 
mother." 

"She is in the house," replied the boy, 
** and I will run and tell her you are here. 
She will be so glad to see you ! " 

When Mrs. Brooke came out to meet her 
guests, the Frenchman stood uncovered before 
her, and saluted her with stately courtesy ; 
but the lady threw her arms about her neck, 
and kissed her on both cheeks. The widow 
looked at the pair with grateful affection, for 
husband and wife had been very kind to her 
in all her troubles, and the former was the 
friend and adviser to whom we have already 
alluded. 

Monsieur de la Rochelle was a Huguenot 
gentleman, whom religious persecution had 
driven from his country, and who had now 
for some years been settled in England. He 
belonged to a distinguished class, the nobility 
of the robe and the parliament — men who 
were the very salt of Old France, and might 
ultimately have saved her from Revolution, 
had they been allowed to exercise their due 
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influence in the state. But Court and Church 
had conspired against them, and especially 
against those who held heretical opinions. 
La Rochelle had manfully striven to defend 
his own rights and those of his brethren, but 
he had been forced to yield in so unequal a 
struggle. Despotic power and violence had 
trampled upon law and equity, and those who 
valued freedom of conscience more than all 
things were compelled to seek safety in flight. 
When La Rochelle escaped from France, to 
avoid a dungeon or a worse fate, he had only 
time to take his wife with him ; but he after- 
wards owed to the fidelity and devotion of a 
friend the rescue of a pgrtion of his property, 
which enabled him to rent a few acres of 
land in Warwickshire, and to live a quiet 
life in the enjoyment of literary pursuits. 

When Walter Brooke retired from London, 
and was dwelling secluded in his own house, 
oppressed by a weary load of care and disap- 
pointment, he had found in this intelligent 
Frenchman a kind and helpful neighbour. 
A friendship had grown up between them, 
and after Walter's marriage. La Rochelle 
and his wife became frequent visitors at the 
Hall. They had sympathized with the young 
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mother in her joys and sorrows ; they had 
rendered many little services to the poor, 
proud gentleman in his last illness ; and when 
he died they had done all in their power to 
console and assist the widow. It was indeed 
through La Roehelle's good sense and firmness, 
combined with his knowledge of business 
and general experience of human nature, 
that she was enabled to act effectually for 
the welfare and protection of her son. 

But it was in the boy himself that the 
Frenchman had felt the warmest and most 
constant interest. From early childhood he 
had been to him as a second father, and had 
taken infinite pains to cultivate and improve 
his mind. He had taught him to speak 
French fluently — an accomplishment which 
Nevil found of great value in after life — but 
he had given him lessons of far higher 
moment than this, for he had set before him 
from the first an example of perfect breeding 
and punctilious honour, of chivalrous respect 
for women, and scrupulous regard for truth — 
of all the virtues, in fact, which became the 
preux chevalier, combined with a deep and 
earnest, but wholly unostentatious piety. In 
him the austere religion of Calvin was modified 
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by a kindly heart and lively imagination^, 
by the liberal culture of a man of letters, 
and the tact and judgment of a man of the 
Avorld, and he laboured to make his pupil, not 
a narrow-minded or sour fanatic, but a true 
Christian gentleman of the best and noblest 
type. 

" You did not tell me you had won the 
prize, Nevil," he said, as he left the ladies 
together, and walked a little way from them, 
with his hand resting on the boy's shoulder. 
"I have only just heard it from your 
mother." 

"I thought my mother feared I should 
make too much of it," replied Nevil, with a 
quiet smile ; " and I dare say I was ready 
enough to crow over it, as if it had been 
something more important." 

" A school-prize, mon amiy is, of course, 
important to a schoolboy, for it proves, at 
all events, that he has tried to do his duty. 
But your mother, my Nevil, has seen 
many sanguine hopes disappointed, and if 
she congratulated you less warmly than she 
feels in her heart, believe me, it is that she 
fears to inspire you with too much con- 
fidence." 
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" I know that, monsieur, and I know she 
is always right. But I want to consult you 
about something serious. School-prizes are 
all very well in their way, but it is time for 
me to be thinking of real work. I ought 
not to let my mother go on toiling, and 
saving, and denying herself every comfort, 
when I am quite old enough to help her, or 
in any case to help myself." 

" You are not so immensely old, mon amiy 
us to make it imperative on you to start at 
once in search of fortune. But I grant that, 
in your peculiar circumstances, it will soon 
be necessary to look for some employment 
in life. Have you thought of anything that 
seems likely to suit your inclination ? " 

"My inclination, m.onsieur, would lead 
me to remain here with you and my mother. 
But I know it is impossible, if I am to make 
my way in the world. Do you think .1 
should do for a soldier? I have read of 
so many who have carved out their fortunes 
with their swords." 

"It was once the only profession of a 
gentleman," said La Eochelle, " and it still 
has many attractions for the young and bold. 
Yet war at the best is a rough and cruel 
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game. My ancestors fought round King 
Henri's white plume at Ivry, and since then 
we have had our share of battles and sieges ;. 
but I have always been a man of peace, 
seeking to establish the reign of law and 
right, and wishing to see the precepts of the 
G-ospel carried out somewhat more in practice. 
I hold it to be one of the great privileges 
of you English people, that you are not 
forced to bear arms except in defence of your 
country. But, leaving these considerations, 
I do not think that military service would 
much advance your purpose of aiding your 
mother. The time is gone by in Europe, 
when a soldier of fortune could win lands 
and castles at the point of his spear." 

" But what am I to do, then ? To be a 
lawyer, a doctor, a scholar, would take years 
of study to begin with, and more money than 
we can afford ! " 

" That might perhaps be managed, if you 
had a strong desire for one of those pro- 
fessions. But I confess the result would not 
be speedy. Have you ever thought of 
trade ? " 

" What ! to sit in a shop, and sell pruneSj^, 
and figs, and spices ? " 
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"Well, not exactly that. The commerce 
of England is spread over all the world. She 
competes now with France, and Spain, and 
Holland, in every sea and on every coast. 
Her merchants find employment for countless 
hands, and there is yet room for many more. 
Traffic is perhaps the readiest road to wealth 
and independence." 

" But, monsieur — is it all commelil fauty as 
you would say in French ? " 

"Believe me, my dear Nevil, those pre- 
judices are out of date. There can be no 
more honourable occupation than to exchange 
the productions of one country for those of 
another, and so to distribute Heaven's bless- 
ings over the whole globe. Integrity and 
fair dealing are, of course, among the first 
conditions." 

" I dare say I am prejudiced," replied the 
boy. " My uncle is a merchant, and we have 
no great cause to love him." 

" Your uncle has not been as kind to your 
mother as could be wished, but I have no 
reason to suppose that he is other than a man 
of honour. Now listen to me, my Nevil. It 
is not what other people think, nor what 
pursuit you follow — so it be an honest one — 
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but what you are yourself, that constitutes 
the gentleman. Noblesse oblige should be 
your motto, and under every possible circum- 
stance you may stand fast • by that golden 
rule. I have seen much of life, and if I have 
sometimes met with baseness under laced 
coats, and cowardice under steel breastplates, 
I have as often found true nobility in poor 
clothes and very humble employments. 
There is room for Christian faith and duty in 
every profession, and there is room also for 
high thoughts, and gentle feelings, and 
courteous acts. Only never forget the old 
maxim : Fais ce que doisj advienne que 
pourrar 

The Frenchman spoke with dignity and 
fire, and the boy was not slow to catch the 
infection of his enthusiasm. He grasped the 
hand of his kind adviser, and in that pressure 
gave a silent pledge that he would follow his 
counsels. 

"I have been telling your mother. Mon- 
sieur Nevil," said Madame de la Rochelle, as 
the ladies came forward to join the others, 
"that she must not keep you too much at 
home. It is time for you to go into society, 
and see a little of the world." 



»1 
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" And I have been saying . in reply, that 
there is plenty of time yet ; and also that the 
world is so full of dangers and temptations, 
that a mother need be in no hurry to expose 
her, son to them. Is it not so, dear friend ? 

" There is danger in every step we take, 
answered the Huguenot, " and sooner or later 
the young must learn to walk alone. But 
whenever Nevil leaves us, it will be, I hope, 
for the work, and not for the pleasures of the 
world." 

" Ah, Jules ! youth must have some 
pleasure ! " said the French lady, reproach- 
fully. "It is the season of flowers. You 
would not rob it of all its gaiety ! " 

"Nevil! Nevil! beware of this terrible 
misleader of youth! She is the temptress 
that would lure you from the path of duty." 

"I am not afraid of that," said the boy, 
laughing merrily. " If I follow you and 
madame, I shall not go far wrong. But how 
to get into this world that we talk of seems 
the great puzzle to me. It is so difficult to 
make a beginning." 

" Oh, we will not think of it at present ! " 
said the widow, anxiously. " Be content 
with your books, and your school, and the 
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company of our good friends here, and do not 
be too ready to leave your mother ! " 

Nevil made no reply, but he looked at her 
with an expression of tenderness which spoke 
as plainly as words : " If ever I leave you, it 
will be for your sake." 

Just then the loud blast of a horn was 
heard, and a man on a shaggy pony came 
clattering up to the door of the cottage. It 
was the postman on his road to the neigh- 
bouring town, calling to drop a letter by the 
way. In those days, and especially in 
sequestered places, the receipt of a letter was 
comparatively a rare occurrence, and excited 
an interest which we can scarcely realize. 
Molly took the packet from the postman with 
an air of importance, and examined it 
curiously before she delivered it to her 
mistress. 

"It's a large letter, and a square letter, 
and sealed with a big seal,"^she muttered to 
herself; "just such a one as my poor master 
used to get from his friends. I'd wager it 
comes from somebody that knows how to 
write to people of quality ! " 
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CHAPTER III. 



THE LETTERS. 



When Mrs. Brooke had excused herself to 
her visitors, she opened the letter with a 
trembling hand, for she had a presentiment 
that it contained matter of grave interest to 
herself and Nevil. What she read was as 
follows : — 

" Dear Madam, 

" In addressing you on a subject 
that concerns your son, it will be quite un- 
necessary to go back to painful events, or to 
revive the discussion of certain topics on 
which we may have differed in opinion. 
When you decided on taking your own 
course as to the management of the estate 
(acting no doubt on advice which approved 
itself to your judgment), I had only to bow 
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to your decision, and to withdraw from inter- 
meddling with affairs whicli I liad no power 
to control. But I said then, and I repeat 
now, that I should be happy to use any small 
influence I may possess in the City of London 
or elsewhere, on behalf of the son of my 
unfortunate brother. If I mistake not, the 
boy must be now nearly sixteen years, of 
age ; and as I cannot suppose that you wish 
him to waste his time in idleness, or to fall 
into the low habits of persons of inferior 
station, it is essential that he should soon be 
put to some useful and profitable employ- 
ment. I might have obtained for him a 
clerkship in a mercantile house, which was 
my own first opening in life after leaving 
that paternal home, which I greatly fear has 
been irrecoverably lost to the family. But 
fortune has so far favoured me, that I am 
able to dispose of a still more eligible appoint- 
ment, and I shall be ready to nominate my 
nephew as a writer in the service of the East 
India Company, provided his present acquire- 
ments are sufficient to justify the recommen- 
dation. As I cannot believe for a moment 
that you will hesitate to accept so desirable 
an offer, I must request that my nephew may 
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come at once to London, where he will have 
to serve a short term of probation in my 
counting-house before he is introduced to the 
directors. I enclose a bank-bill for the ex- 
penses of the journey, and will do what is 
requisite for the outfit. 

" I have the honour to be, dear madam, 

" Your faithful servant to command^ 

" Humphrey Brooke." 

Every line in this cold, formal, unsympa- 
thizing epistle jarred rudely on the feelings 
of the widow. She heard for the first time 
for years from her husband's brother, and the 
letter contained no word of kindness, but 
merely expressions of distant civility that 
almost read like insults. She was asked to 
part with her boy for a long period — perhaps 
for ever — to let him go to a strange country 
at the other end of the world, a country but 
little known, and associated in the public 
mind with marvellous tales of the wild and 
warlike races that inhabited it, and no 
syllable of preparation or friendly counsel 
was vouchsafed to her. All her maternal 
instincts revolted at the proposal, and her 
first impulse was to crumple the letter in 
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her hand and fling it from her. But she 
mastered that burst of womanly impatience ; 
and, drawing Nevil closer to her side, and 
holding him fast as though she feared he 
might be taken from her, she gave the letter 
to read to Monsieur de la Rochelle. 

The Frenchman pondered long before he 
spoke, and then it was with some hesitation. 
"This lettfer requires to be carefully con- 
sidered," he said. " The manner of it is not 
cordial, but the intention may be friendly. 
The offer is one that should not be lightly 
rejected." 

" Surely you would never have me consent 
to such a proposal from such a quarter ! " 

"I had rather not prejudge the question. 
Let Nevil read the letter, and we shall hear 
what he thinks of it." 

She agreed to this; and while the boy 
eagerly perused the lines that were to deter- 
mine the course of his future life, she ex- 
plained their purport in a few words to 
Madame de la Rochelle, who seemed equally 
shocked with herself at the prospect they 
revealed. 

" Allons done I cest impossible ! " said the 
lively little French lady. "To take my 
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young, gentle, amiable Nevil, and send him 
among wild beasts, and black savages, and 
horrid fevers, at the command of a selfish old 
Harpagon of an uncle, who never did any- 
thing for him, and would not now if he had 
not some secret motive ! No, I tell you ! It 
is impossible ! " 

" We have no right to judge of his motives, 
my dear Sophie," said her husband. " It is 
with the offer itself that we have to do, and it 
does not appear to me so terrible as you think." 

Meanwhile, Nevil had rushed away from 
the garden, taking the letter with him, and 
some time elapsed before he returned to his 
friends. When he did so he was somewhat 
paler than usual, but there was a look of 
manly decision on his face, and he spoke in a 
firm voice and with a quiet earnestness. 

" I have read the letter,' and thought over 
it, and all seems clear to me. You know, 
dear mother, how I have longed to be at 
work, and to help you if I could. Now this 
comes, just as if to give me what I was wish- 
ing for. My uncle does not like us, and his 
letter is not a kind one ; but he does his duty 
by us in finding me a place, and I shall only 
do my duty in accepting it." 



32 ADVENTURES OF NEVIL BROOKE. 

" But I cannot spare you ! " cried the 
widow, with an imploring, almost a despair- 
ing accent. " I have none other but 

you ! " ^ 

" Now listen to me, dear mother," said 
Nevil,' tenderly. "You would not have me 
lead an idle life — ^not that I should fall into 
low habits, as my uncle fears, but I should 
wear out my heart with fretting — and if I 
am to do anything I mu^st leave you, at all 
events, for a time ; and whether I go to 
London or India, it does not make much 
difference. And they say there is wealth 
to be won there, and I might come home a 
rich man, and pay off the old debts, and 
take you back to the Hall, and feel proud to 
bear my father's name. And a few years 
will soon be over, and we shall be so happy 
when we meet again ; and in the mean time 
our good friends here will be with you, and 
— and — G-od will take care of you, dear 
mother." 

The tears sprang to his eyes, and he hid 
his face in his mother's bosom. After that 
there was a long silence, while the French- 
man had recourse to his snuff-box, and his 
wife plied her fan with unwonted vigour^ 
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Then followed doubt, and deliberation, and 
mucb serious talk, and those four gentle 
souls debated the question in every possible 
form. But Monsieur de la Eochelle took 
Nevil's view of the matter, and it was soon 
evident which side would carry the day. 
Before they parted that morning, the mother 
had yielded an unwilling consent to her son's 
wishes, and it had been decided to accept his 
uncle's offer. 

" But I have not the courage to write to 
him," said Mrs. Brooke, " and I cannot and 
will not keep his money. My son shall owe 
as little as possible to his grudging bounty. 
Would it be trespassing too much on your 
kindness, dear friend, to ask you to save me 
the pain of answering this letter ? " 

"Let me answer it," said Nevil, who in 
those few hours seemed to hav6 acquired new 
strength and manliness of character. " It 
concerns me chiefly, and I ought to be the 
person to acknowledge it." 

" I think Nevil is right," said Monsieur de 
la Eochelle. 

So the boy sat down to his task, but found 
it more difficult than he had expected. He 
was at a loss how to begin, and many modes 
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of address were tried and rejected in turn. 
He could not find it in his heart to write 
" Dear uncle," or to subscribe himself, " Your 
aflfectionate nephew/' The ordinary expres- 
sions of gratitude seemed to trickle reluc- 
tantly from his pen. He was determined to 
say something warm and tender of his 
mother, but he scarcely knew how to bring 
it in. At length, after many trials, he com- 
posed the following epistle : — 



"Dear Sir, 

"I hasten to acknowledge the 

J receipt of your letter, and to accept with 

gratitude the offer it contains. I shall, in- 
deed, be proud and happy to get such an 
appointment as will enable me some day to 
be of use to my mother. I can never pay 
one-half of the debt I owe her, but I want 
to prove that I am not quite unworthy of her 
love and care. I shall go to London next 
week, as you desire, and will wait upon you 
for instructions as to what I am to do next. 
I hope I may be found fit for the post in 

I question, and you may be sure I shall try 

my utmost not to disgrace your recommen- 
dation. My mother wishes me to return the 
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enclosed with thanks, as it will not be re- 
quired for the purpose named. 

^' I have the honour to be, dear sir, 
" Your nephew and humble servaint, 

" Nevil Brooke." 

When- this letter had been despatched, it 
was necessary to think of preparations for 
the coming event. Old Molly was at first 
so full of grief and indignation, that it was 
impossible to induce her to attend to sober 
counsels ; but when she had once realized 
the conviction, that her young master was 
indeed about to leave home, she became ner- 
vously anxious that he should be equipped in 
a manner suitable to the dignity of the 
family. His father's wardrobe was ransacked, 
and all the old stores were brought forth 
from their hiding-places ; and that evening 
the good woman and her mistress were 
seated in the midst of a pile of frilled and 
ruflfled shirts, of laced coats, and embroidered 
waistcoats, and all sorts of gay clothing of 
a somewhat obsolete fashion, when Madame 
de la Rochelle again appeared at the cottage, 
accompanied by her French maid, carrying a 
large basket. 
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" I knew it ! " she said. " I knew it would 
be so, ma bonne amie^ and I and Annette have 
come to help you. We must first make our 
plan, and then we will divide the work 
amongst us. Annette is a famous tailor — ^her 
father was distinguished in that profession — 
and I can cut out shirts a ravir. You have 
plenty of good material, but it requires to be 
arranged and modernized. We must have 
our Nevil dressed as becomes his age and 
condition." 

So she set to work at once, cutting and 
contriving with the readiness which belongs 
to a natural genius for such employment, and 
the basket was soon heaped with skeleton 
garments, to be taken home and finished by 
those nimble fingers. And for some days 
after, and often late into the night, the women 
in the two houses — like many of their sisters 
before and since — ^were busy stitching and 
sewing almost without intermission, that a 
young boy might go out into the world in 
a decent and creditable manner. 

Meanwhile, Monsieur de la Rochelle devoted 
liis time to Nevil, and gave him much valu- 
able advice and information. He imparted 
to liim all that he had gathered from books. 
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of that mysterious land of India which the 
boy was about to visit. He recalled his clas- 
sical studies, and spoke of Alexander's expe- 
dition to the Punjab, and what the Greeks 
and Romans knew of the countries beyond 
the Indus. He told of Vasco de Grama and 
the early voyagers, and how by degrees 
Portugal and Holland, France and England, 
had succeeded in establishing small settle- 
ments on those distant shores, which they 
held by a precarious tenure from the native 
princes, and used for purposes of trade with 
vast regions inhabited by many races of men. 
He explained how these Europeans had 
hitherto been confined within narrow limits, 
partly by the power of the great kingdoms 
around them, and partly by their jealousies 
of each other. And he exhorted his young 
friend to take every opportunity of learning 
the manners, the customs, the languages of 
the people amongst whom he might be 
thrown, as the best means of extending the 
influence of his countrymen, and so increasing 
the facilities for profitable commerce. 

" I have a dear friend now in India," he 
said ; " one to whom I am indebted for all I 
possess. But I fear that this war with France, 
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and the distance between the settlements^ 
make it very unlikely that you should meet. 
However, I will give you a letter for him^ 
and inclose it in a pocket-book emblazoned 
with his arms, which many years ago he 
presented to me as a keepsake. He would 
know that token anywhere, and it would 
secure his friendship and good offices." 

" May I ask who the gentleman is ? " said 
Nevil. 

"His name is Henri de Ste. Croix, a 
Catholic soldier of the King's ; but Protestant 
and civilian as I was, we had been school- 
mates together, and from early life he had 
loved me with brotherly affection. It may 
be that, in the hot days of youth, my graver 
character had enabled me to extricate him 
from some difficulties ; and when trouble 
came to me and my house, and I was forced 
to abandon all for conscience sake, he risked 
everything he had in the world to aid my 
escape, and to save a remnant of my property. 
Since then we have never met ; but, when it 
was possible, letters have passed between us,, 
and for some years we corresponded pretty 
regularly. Always generous and profuse, I 
fear he must have damaged his fortune, for 
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te suddenly took the resolution to leave the 
army, and to embark for the French colonies 
in India. He wrote to inform me of his 
marriage, and I still hear from him occasion- 
ally ; but I have had no news of him lately, 
and I do not even know in which settlement 
he now resides." 

" I should like, of all things, to meet him," 
cried Nevil ; " he must be as good a man as 
you are ! " 

"He is very different from me," said the 
Huguenot, smiling; "much brighter, and 
gayer, and a more pleasant companion. At 
least, he was so in the old times ; but years 
and the cares of life may have chilled that 
ardent spirit. I sometimes think with a sigh, 
Nevil, of the home I quitted long ago, and 
the friends I shall never see again. Our 
sunny vines are as dear to us as your green 
oaks are to you ; but faith and duty, my boy, 
are dearer still, and when these call there is 
no room to hesitate. And Grod has blessed 
me in my exile with many consolations, as 
He will do for you also, if you only trust in 
Him. You will have our best wishes and 
prayers when you are far away, and in one 
thing you will be happier than I am — ^that 
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you may hope one day to return to your 
friends and country." 

"Do you really think, monsieur, that you 
will never, never go back to France ? " 

"I have long given it up, my dear boy; 
and my hopes are fixed on a country beyond 
the grave. But I must not sadden your 
young mind with too solemn thoughts. The 
time for life and action is all before you, and 
the Power that gives the high courage of 
youth, may be pleased to crown it with 



success." 



This conversation took place during a long 
walk a few days after the first offer of the 
writership ; and when the boy and his kind 
friend returned to the cottage, they found a 
second letter from Humphrey Brooke. This 
time it was addressed to Nevil. 

"I am glad to find your mother is so 
prosperous, that she is independent of any 
assistance that I could render. But as I 
presume you are not quite so well off, and 
as lodging is very expensive in London, I 
am prepared to receive you into my family, 
during your term of apprenticeship in my 
coimting-house. I should hope that a few 
months will suffice to fit you for the appoint- 
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ment, and I should advise your coming to 
town with as little delay as possible. 

" Your imcle and well wisher, 

" Humphrey Brooke. 
"P.S. — ^Your handwriting is pretty fair, 
but may be improved by practice." 

Though hurt by some of its contents, Nevil 
could hardly help laughing at this brief and 
pithy epistle. He handed it to Monsieur de 
la Rochelle, who only shrugged his shoulders 
and took a pinch of snuflF. The Frenchman 
probably thought that the less said about it 
the better. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



FAREWELL TO HOME. 



A FEW mornings later, the sun rose on 
Nevil's sixteenth birthday, and the boy 
resolved to spend it in visiting once more 
the scenes of his childhood. A little festive 
banquet had been arranged for the evening 
by Monsieur de la Rochelle, but Nevil had 
the first hours to himself, and set out early 
on his expedition. 

He began by \^alking to the town, through 
the lanes bordered with green turf and over- 
shadowed by tall trees, and along the field- 
jDaths which he had so often trodden on his 
way to school. When he reached the old 
school-house, he stood for some minutes 
leaning on the gate, and gazing into the now 
silent and empty playground, before he lifted 
the latch and entered the enclosure. A thou- 
sand recollections of boyish sports and pleasant 
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half-holidays crowded on his memory, and he 
called up the image of many a bright, young 
face, that might now perhaps have vanished 
for ever from his view* Then he strolled 
into the deserted schoolroom, and looked at 
his own name carved on one of the desks, 
and took out his knife to add the date* 
Thence he proceeded to the master's house, 
and was admitted to the presence of a grave, 
scholar-like man, to whom he told the story 
of his new plans and prospects. 

"You surprise me, Brooke," said the 
doctor. " I had never anticipated anything 
of this kind. It was my hope to see you a 
ripe scholar at Oxford, doing honour to my 
alma inater and to my own poor teaching. 
But I suppose there are great worldly 
advaiitages to be derived from this appoint- 
ment ? " 

" I do not know that, sir. The advantage 
I promise myself is to earn my bread honestly, 
and to be of some use to my mother." 

"That might have been done here," said 
the doctor. " You had begun well, and there 
was good stuff in you. Without being a 
Bentley or Scaliger, you were on the right 
track ; and I think you would have taken 
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a high place at college, and might have lived 
to edit a classic, or to preside in some seat of 
useful learning." 

" I am afraid, sir, you would have been 
disappointed. I worked at my school 
exercises, and was lucky enough to please 
you, but I doubt if I had it in me to follow 
it up as you wish. I could not spend my 
whole life amongst grammars and lexicons." 

^' Well, well, my young friend, the Parccs 
have decided against me. But do not quite 
forget your liberal studies and your old 
master. You were my favourite pupil, and 
you shall have my Elzevir * Horace' as a 
remembrance." 

" Oh, not the Elzevir ! you must not part 
with that." 

" Yes, yes, you shall have it, and read it on ' * 
the banks of the Granges, or wherever you 
are going. And you will sometimes think 
pleasantly of your old pedagogue, and believe 
that, if ever he was strict in discipline, it was 
only for your own good." 

" You were always the best, the kindest," 
began the boy ; but here his voice broke 
down, and he could only wring the hand of 
the worthy doctor. 
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It had been Nevil's great good fortune, 
both at school and at home, to live through 
his early years in a kindly atmosphere, which 
had done much to preserve the freshness of 
a naturally sweet and affectionate disposition. 
All the troubles he had known had arisen 
from external circumstances — ills of poverty 
and privation, so lightly borne by the young 
— ^but not harshness nor injustice from those 
about him. And this training had given 
him a bright and hopeful view of men and 
things, which never abandoned him through 
all the vicissitudes of his after life. 

When Nevil had taken leave of the school- 
master, he plunged again into the country, 
and followed a long, winding road, between 
thick walls of verdure and beneath arches 
of wide-spreading boughs, till he reached a 
gate in a park-paling. The woman at the 
lodge smiled and curtsied to him as he 
entered ; and as he passed up the avenue of 
stately trees, more than one rustic figure 
stepped forward and saluted him with respect. 
A stranger occupied the place and com- 
manded their services, but to them Nevil 
was still the Young Squire, the rightful 
owner of the land. He had a kind word for 
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each and inquiries about their families, for 
he knew every man, woman, and child in 
the neighbourhood, and remembered much of 
their domestic history. But when he came 
to the head of the avenue, and Brooke Hall 
lay revealed before him, he turned aside to 
avoid any more chance meetings, and sought 
a sheltered nook from which he could gaze 
imdisturbed at the home of his ancestors. 

It lay there in the quiet charm of its old- 
world beauty, hoary and grey, but clothed 
in a mantle of luxuriant green, with the sun 
shining on its turrets, and the birds flitting 
about its peaked roofs and twisted chimneys. 
To Nevil every corner of the building was 
haunted by memories of the past, and familiar 
faces seemed to look out on him from the 
long row of muUioned windows. There was 
the nursery casement, at which Molly used 
to sit in the summer evenings and sing those 
quaint old ballads which had first awakened 
his imagination to a world of poetry and 
romance. There was the great oriel in 
which he had so often stood by his mother's 
side, watching the clouds in their passage, 
or the rooks in their flight to the distant 
woods. In that flower-garden he had first 
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handled ^ spade ; in yonder paddock he had 
£rst mounted a pony. And there, on that 
noble terrace, everything reminded him of 
Jais father — ^now advancing with his grand 
air to receive a stranger ; now pacing im- 
patiently to and fro, when harassed by his 
own sad thoughts ; and now, in his long 
sickness, leaning on the arm of his wife, but 
still striving to maintain his proud and 
cqurtly bearing. And then Nevil thought 
how he had seen him borne down those steps 
in his coflfin, and how the funeral procession 
had woimd through the park to the village 
church ; and with that he turned away from 
the Hall, and hastened to the last resting- 
place of many generations of his family. 

And there, on his father's tomb, amid the 
time-worn scutcheons of his race, he prayed 
that he might have strength given him to 
live a true and manly life, and that, if he 
could not restore the honours of his house, 
he might never, at all events, do anything 
unworthy of his ancestral name. 

Then he returned slowly and pensively to 
the cottage, and spent the afternoon in 
arranging his few books and his little store of 
treasures, and selecting some trifling gifts as 
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keepsakes for friends and companions. As 
evening drew near, his mother left her needle- 
work, and prepared to accompany him to the 
house of the kind Frenchman ; and when he 
saw her sorrowful expression of countenance, 
the boy roused himself from his reverie, and 
sought to cheer and amuse her with his usual 
smiles and sallies. 

Monsieur de la Rochelle received them in 
his garden, where the care of the lady of 
the house had provided the entertainment. 
She had spread the table with dainty fare, 
and decorated it with beautiful flowers, and 
attired herself in powder and brocade in 
honour of her guests; and when they sat 
down to the rural feast, waited on by Annette 
in her neat cap and aprop, and monsieur 
opened a choice bottle of Burgundy, which 
perfumed the air, and the light of the setting 
sun flashed from the rich ruby nectar to the 
fair faces of Nevil and his mother, madame 
said that it all made a very pretty picture, 
and that it was a great pity Watteau was not 
still living to paint it. Led by the little lady, 
the conversation soon took a gay and festive 
turn, and the visitors were beguiled for the 
moment to forget that this was a ferewell 
meeting. 
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But when the time came to drink Nevil's 
health, and the Frenchman could not help 
alluding to his departure from home, a shadow 
fell upon the mother's face, and chilled the 
mirth of the company. Then Monsieur de 
la Rochelle spoke wise and serious, but gentle 
and consoling, words, and the boy answered 
bravely and manfully; and the good little 
hostess, after exhausting all her efforts to 
raise the spirits of the widow, did the next 
best thing to comfort her by fairly crying 
with her for sympathy. 

It was late before they parted, and Nevil 
long remembered the scent of the new-mown 
hay that evening, and the soft moonlight in 
the hedges, on the walk back to the cottage. 
These often recurred to him in other climes, 
amid more fragrant odours, and beneath more 
brilliant skies, and always called up the image 
of a Warwickshire lane, with his mother 
resting on his arm, and looking at him with 
an expression of tenderness that could find 
no utterance in words. 

It was only two or three days after this, 
that the dreaded hour came for him to set out 
on his journey. In those times the public 
modes of conveyance were few and far 
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between, but there was a certain stage coach 
which started periodically from the Old Cross 
at Birmingham, and passed through Warwick 
on its way to London. It was necessary to 
intercept this vehicle on the road, and Mon- 
sieur de la Rochelle had hired post-horses for 
the purpose, and made arrangements to ac- 
company his young friend to the place of 
meeting. Even then the mother could hardly 
bring herself to part with her boy; but the 
farewell words were at last spoken, the final 
embraces given and returned, and as Nevil 
flung himself into the saddle the horses 
started off at a round trot, and he could only 
strain his neck and eyes to keep in view as 
long as possible the home he was leaving, 
and to watch the white handkerchief still 
waving from the cottage porch. 

For awhile the travellers rode on in silence, 
but when the cottage had quite disappeared 
in the distance, and the man who attended 
them with the luggage had fallen a little 
behind, the elder of the two began to talk 
calmly and cheerfully, and to give much good 
counsel to the youth who had been to him as 
a son. The ride, though long, seemed to pass 
with wonderful quickness, and when they 
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reached the cross-roads, where they were to 
meet the coach, Nevil could hardly believe 
that so much time had elapsed, and that the 
sun was already so high in the heavens. 

They dismounted from their horses, and 
stood waiting in the shade of a majestic oak, 
and it was there that Monsieur de la Eochelle 
handed over the pocket-book he had promised 
to Nevil. 

"It contains the letter for Henri de Ste. 
Croix," he said, "and I hope you may be 
fortunate enough to meet with him. This 
war cannot last always, and many accidents 
may bring you together. And Sophie has 
netted you this purse, and hopes you will 
keep it for both our sakes." 

Nevil saw that there were gold pieces 
enclosed in the silken meshes, and blushed 

^s he answered : " I ought not to take this." 

" Yes, yes, you may take it from me and 
my wife," said the Frenchman. " Our old 
friendship gives us the right to this freedom. 
You shall pay it back when you are rich, if 
that will please you. Or if we are no longer 
here," he added with a smile, " you shall pay 
it to some other yoimg fellow starting in 
life, and that will be the same thing." 
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The sound of a Jiom interrupted the 
speaker, and the stage-coach came rumbling 
along the road. Altogether different from 
those light, handsome vehicles, which some 
sixty or seventy years after won the admira- 
tion of Europe, this was a huge, cumbrous 
machine, very ugly and very inconvenient. 
Laden with packages on the top, and 
crammed with passengers inside, the body of 
the carriage swayed to and fro with a lumber- 
ing motion, as the wheels rolled heavily over 
the ground. The coachman guided his three 
horses in front, and the guard, seated behind^ 
with pistols in his belt and a blunderbuss 
slung over his shoulder, announced the ap- 
proach of his charge by blowing his horn 
at frequent intervals. On a signal from our 
travellers, the coach stopped at the cross- 
roads, and while Nevil's portmanteaus were . 
being added to the pile above. Monsieur de 
la Rochelle once more grasped his hand, and 
addressed him in a few parting words. 

" Grod bless you, my boy," he said solemnly, 
" and have you in His holy keeping ! If 
wishes could avail, you would have smooth 
seas, and prosperous fortune, and a happy 
return to your country and your home. But 
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man proposes, and God disposes, and what- 
ever He does is good and right." 

" Fais ce que dois, advienne que pourra^'' 
said Nevil firmly, though he felt a sudden 
swelling in his throat. " You taught mo 
that, and I shall not forget it. How can I 
thank you for all you have taught me, for all 
you have done for me ? " 

" Now, master, if you please ! " bawled the 
coachman, cracking his whip. . " You don't 
thing I'm going to stop here all day, do 
you ? 

Then Nevil threw himself on the neck of 
his old friend, and after one last embrace 
clambered up to the top of the coach. A 
moment later, the wheels were again in 
motion, and the Frenchman was left standing 
beneath the oak-tree. 



BOOK IL— LONDON. 



CHAPTER I. 

THE ARRIVAL. 

It is the happy privilege of youtli soon to 
escape from sad and depressing thoughts, 
and to take a lively interest in new scenes 
and impressions. Before he had travelled 
far, Nevil began to recover his spirits, and 
to be occupied and amused with the various 
incidents of the journey.- The coachman and 
guard, who took advantage of his inex- 
perience to treat themselves to copious 
draughts of ale at his expense, entertained 
him in return by pointing out whatever was 
remarkable on the road, and by relating 
impossible stories of the wonderful feats of 
horses, and the still more extraordinary 
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achievements of highwaymen. They travelled 
in the leisurely fashion of the age, halting 
for an hour or two at Warwick, where Nevil 
went down to the river to get the best view 
of the old baronial castle, and only arriving 
in time to sup and sleep at Kineton. They 
dined the next day at Banbury, and stopped 
for their night's resting-place at Buckingham. 
On the third day their progress was still 
slower, for the coachman had business 
of his own at Winslow and Aylesbury, and 
loitered so long that it was dark before they 
reached Tring, and the guard swore with 
many an oath, that he wouldn't risk their 
precious lives by going an inch further that 
night. The next morning, they were early 
on the road ; but what with a break-down on 
Boxmoor, a consider^able delay at Watford, 
and constant alarms of highwaymen between 
Edgware and Kilbum, it was already late 
in the evening when they came to Tyburn 
Gate, and could see the first houses on the 
outskirts of London, and the lights faintly 
glimmering through a vista of trees and 
hedges. 

When at length they entered the great 
town, Nevil was astonished at the number of 



r)6 ADVENTURES OF NEVIL BROOKE. 

people still in the streets, and dazzled by the 
glare from the shops and taverns, the torches 
of linkboys, and the flambeaux borne in 
front of sedan chairs and carriages. As 
they rattled over the rough pavement of 
Holborn, he caught glimpses of that mixture 
of wealth and poverty, of splendour and 
squalor, which is so characteristic of the life 
of cities, and he was speculating curiously on 
the meaning of some of the sights about him, 
when the coach turned suddenly into the inn- 
yard of the Old Bell, and deposited its freight 
in the midst of a queer little quadrangle 
surrounded by wooden galleries. Here Nevil 
was fain to take up his quarters for the night, 
as he did not think it proper to intrude on 
his uncle at so late an hour. 

The next morning he dressed himself in 
some of j^his best clothes, and proceeded to 
the house in Threadneedle Street, where 
Humphrey Brooke resided. It was a largo 
house at the further end of a court, with a 
broad flight of steps, a portico, and a stately 
entrance-hall. On either side of this hall 
were the ofl&ces, the ground-floor being 
devoted to business, while a wide, handsome 
staircase in front led up to the apartments 
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inhabited by the family. When Nevil asked 
for his uncle, he was conducted by the porter 
through the counting-house, between rows 
•of desks occupied by numerous clerks, to a 
private room hung round with maps, tariffs, 
and price-currents, where the merchant was 
seated at a table in the midst of his books 
and papers. 

Humphrey Brooke was not the hideous 
figure described by Molly ; but he was a cold, 
istiff, pale-faced man, in a powdered wig and 
snuff-coloured suit, with pearl-grey stockings 
and silver buckles, and an air of studied 
formality in the very shape of his square- 
toed shoes. He extended two of his fingers 
to his nephew, and without rising from his 
leathern armchair, motioned the visitor to a 
iseat opposite. 

" Your have found your way here at last," 
he began, somewhat ungraciously. 

"I was four days on the road, sir," answered 
the boy ; " and my mother had some prepara- 
tions to make, before I could leave home." 

"So I perceive," said the xmcle, glancing 
at his kinsman's apparel. "Your mother 
has spared no expense in fitting you out." 

" I suppose, sir," replied Nevil, with spirit, 
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" that she thought you would not like to see 
your nephew dressed like a clodhopper." 

"All very good, my lad; but you will 
have to earn your cake before you eat it. 
I hope you are not one of those young 
gentlemen who expect the pigeons to fly, 
ready roasted, into their mouths." 

" I am quite ready to work for my living, 
sir ; and as you are kind enough to give me 
the opportunity, I trust I may be able to 
satisfy you." 

" Well — but what have you learned ? what 
can you do ? " 

" I got on fairly at school, and took a good 
place at our examinations." 

"Yes, in classics, I suppose. Latin and 
Greek will not be of much service to vou 
here." 

" I can speak and write French." 

" That will be more to the purpose. But 
what do you know of arithmetic ? " 

" I had made some progress in mathe- 
matics." 

" Oh, yes ! Euclid and that sort of thing. 
But can you keep books by the Italian 
method ? " 

"I have never learned book-keeping, sir. 
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but I should think it depends on common 
sense and a little practice in figures. I 
should not be afraid to try." 

" You have plenty of self-confidence, I see ; 
not a bad quality if backed by perseverance. 
Can you take care of money when you get 
it?" 

" I have never been put to the proof, but I 
think I should be careful — if only for my 
mother's sake." 

"Your father was an incorrigible spend- 
thrift ! " 

" He was a good and kind father to me," 
answered Nevil, the blood rushing to his 
cheek. " At all events, he was my father^ and 
I ought not to hear anything against him." 

The uncle looked at his nephew with a puz- 
zled air, as though he hardly knew how to 
deal with him. The thought may have crossed 
his mind, that he would like to have a son as 
bold and honest as this boy. But then it was 
not his son ; only the beggared child of the 
brother he had never loved. He deemed it 
expedient, however, not to continue the con- 
versation. 

" You may amuse yourself with these 
maps," he said, " while I finish reading my 



€0 ADVENTURES OF NEVIL BROOKE. 

letters. When I have done I will introduce 
jou to my wife and daughters." 

A long pause ensued, only interrupted by 
the entrance of an old clerk. 

" What do you want now ? " asked the 
merchant. 

" When are we to shut up ? " responded 
the clerk. 

" Shut up ! What do you mean ? " 

"Shut up for the procession, to be sure. 
Business to be suspended in the City, by 
order of the Lord Mayor." 

" Confound the procession ! I had forgotten 
it. What has it to do with us ? " 

"By order of the Lord Mayor," said the 
<;lerk sententiously. 

" Let them close at once if it must be so," 
^rimibled the merchant. " We shall get no 
more work out of them to-day. You must 
know," he added, turning to his nephew, 
"that Commodore Anson has just arrived 
with a million of treasure. It is to be carried 
to the Tower in triumph, and all the fools in 
London are going to see the show." 

The old clerk only winked at Nevil, and 
retired with a sardonic grin, while the mer- 
chant continued reading his letters. When 
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he had finished he rose from his seat, and 
beckoned his nephew to follow him. They 
passed through the now deserted counting- 
house, and threading their way amid the 
bales and packages deposited in the hall, they 
mounted the great staircase to a handsomely 
furnished apartment on the first story. As 
they entered it by one door, a matronly figure 
came sailing in from the other, attended by 
two younger ladies. She was very fat and 
very jolly, with a round face, a double clun, 
and a look of hearty good-nature that almost 
redeemed her full-orbed countenance from 
vulgarity. Her daughters were plump^ 
dimpled, rosy-cheeked, laughing damsels, 
fresh and pretty copies of their mother on 
a smaller scale, and apparently not much older 
than Nevil. They were all three decked out 
in the height of the fashion, rustling in satins 
and laces, with hooped petticoats, little hats, 
and flaunting streamers. Their attention 
was at once attracted by the young stranger, 
whose appearance and manner seemed to 
make a favourable impression upon them. 

" This is Nevil Brooke," was the merchant's 
curt introduction ; " and these are my wife 
and daughters." 
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" I think, Humphrey, you might have said 
your aimt and cousins," began the good lady ; 
" for so we must be, if he's your nephew, and 
I don't see the use of not owning one's rela- 
tions. And I'm sure there's nothing to be 
ashamed of in this young gentleman. So 
•come and give me a kiss, my dear, and shake 
hands with your cousins, or kiss them too if 
you like. You've just come in time to take 
us all to the show." 

Of course Nevil hastened to obey, and 
blushingly saluted his fair relatives. The 
merchant frowned and bit his lip, but the 
only remark he made was : " I thought you 
would not venture into such a crowd." 

" Fiddle-stick's end ! " said his wife. " Do 
you think I've lived all my life in the City, 
to be scared by a mob from walking across 
the street ? I'd rather walk than trust to a 
chair and porters, and we shall only have to 
go as far as my papa's in Cheapside. We 
shall see the procession beautifully from his 
front windows. Won't you go with us, 
Humphrey ? " 

" Not I, thank you," replied the merchant. 
"And just let me speak a word with you 
before you go." 
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He led the way into an adjoining room, 
followed by his wife in a state of unaffected 
astonishment. 

" Now what in the world have you got to 
say to me ? " she began. " You know I hate 
mysteries, and could never keep a secret for 
the life of me." 

" I thought you had more sense, my dear." 

" Sense ! I don't think you've any reason 
to doubt it, for I married you, and brought 
you a pretty penny in my pocket. But that's 
neither here nor there, and I should like to 
know what I've done to offend you ? " 

" I only want to put you on your guard," 
said Hiunphrey, who seemed to stand in some 
awe of the lady's tongue. "If I take this 
boy into my house for a time, you will per- 
haps remember that it is an act of charity, 
and that it is not at all necessary to be so 
familiar in a moment." 

" Familiar ! You wouldn't have me be 
rude to your relations ? " 

" Now listen to me, Catherine, You can- 
not be so stupid as not to understand what 
I mean. The boy is handsome and intelligent, 
but a beggar; and worse than a beggar, 
because he has the pretensions of a gentle- 
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man. Do you wish him to make love to your 
daughters, and perhaps talk one of them into 
a stolen marriage ? " 

" Nonsense, Humphrey ! The girls are not 
thinking of any such things yet awhile. 
And if they Were, all your fine cautions 
would just be the right way to do the mis- 
chief. Let them treat the boy as their young 
cousin from the country, and he will never 
be anything else to them." 

" You might be civil to him, • without 
putting him on an equality." 

" Hoity-toity ! isn't he one of your own 
blood? And as for me, I know what my 
papa's money can buy, and there's plenty 
more of it to come yet ; but I don't set up for 
a duchess, and I don't want the girls to give 
themselves airs. I can take care of them and 
myself too, if you will but leave us alone." 

" Well, I have given you fair warning,'^ 
said Humphrey, " and if you will have your 
own way, you must take the consequences." 

At this the lady only laughed, with the 
air of one accustomed to conquer in such 
skirmishes, and bustled back into the apart- 
ment they had lately quitted. They found 
the cousins already engaged in lively con- 
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versation, Miss Kitty and Miss Patty having 
seated their kinsman on the sofa between 
them. 

" Now for it, young folks, if we're to be 
in time for the show ! " cried the lady of the 
house. " Give me your arm, my dear ; and 
you, girls, keep close behind us; and let 
John the porter follow with his big stick. 
We'll get through the crowd, I warrant, in 
spite of your papa's fears." 

" If you like to have the clothes torn from 
your backs," said the merchant sarcastically, 
" it is no business of mine. But remember, 
young women, you must go to your mother, 
and not to me, for new dresses." 

They did not appear much alarmed at this 
menace, and set out in high spirits, with the 
porter and his club in their train. When he 
was left alone, Humphrey paced up and down 
the room for some time, and his thoughts 
took shape as follows: — 

" I wish I had not sent for the boy. These 
women spoil everything with their nonsense. 
Who could tell that my wife would take such 
a fancy to him at first sight ? It was 
necessary to provide for him — it was expected 
from me — ^but I need not have had him at 
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my house. If he had been humble and sub- 
missive, and the women had kept him at a 
distance, it would all have done very well. 
But I can see that he has the pride of the 
devil, and my wife has made up her mind to 
treat him as one of the family, and I must 
not cross her while she holds the keys of her 
father's strong box. I wonder whether that 
old man has made his will, and whether he 
will ever die. And suppose one of the girls 
should be taken by the boy's handsome face ? 
— for he is handsome, confound him ! I must 
get him off to India as soon as possible. If 
lie dies of a fever, there will be no more 
trouble about him, and the mortgages will be 
paid off, and the land will come into the right 
hands. But suppose he should live and 
return a rich man ? — what then about a 
marriage with one of the girls ? No, even 
then I could never endure it. Besides, the 
two hussies will have a rich dowry tacked to 
their apron-strings, and I reckon upon them 
to bring a couple of coronets into the family. 
It was all very fine, Master Walter, when 
you were spending your money amongst 
nobles and courtiers, and I was toiling and 
grubbing for a bare pittance. But times 
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have changed now, and your son is no match 
for a daughter of mine. We had many old 
scores to settle, from the days when you used 
to laugh at me as a boy, and call me a sneak 
and a skinflint. But that account is balanced 
at last, and I should like to know who has 
the most right to laugh. And no one can 
say that I did not win the game fairly and 
honestly. I owe my success to nothing but 
hard work and strict dealing — my conscience 
is at ease in all respects — and now I am 
acting a generous part to my nephew, who 
ought to be verf grateful. But we seldom 
meet with gratitude in this world, and our 
kind actions are never appreciated as they 
deserve. So that, after all, I am sorry that I 
sent for the lad, if he is to be made tlie pet of 
the house, and to look at me like the ghost 
of his father. How I do hate that look ! " 
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(CHAPTER II. 



THE PROCESSION. 



England was at war with Franco and Spain, 
threatened by invasion from without and 
treason from within, haunted by rumours of 
Popish intrigues and Jacobite plots, and in 
daily dread of insurrection either in Scotland 
or Ireland. As usual foreigners prophesied 
that the end of the British power was at 
length come ; and as usual the spirit of the 
English people rose with the occasion, and 
they stood confronting the world with a 
mixture of audacity and humour. They 
caricatured Louis XV. and his ministers, 
laughed at the long names and high-sounding 
phrases of the Spaniards, burned the Pope in 
effigy, drank confusion to the Pretender, 
swore that they would never eat frogs nor 
wear wooden shoes, and trusted on tlic whole 
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for safety to their train-bauds, tlieir ships, 
and the rough waters of the Channel. Yet 
of late they had not been very successful 
in their enterprises. No Marlborough now 
commanded their armies, and even on their 
own element Admirals Matthews and Lestock 
had allowed a Spanish fleet to escape them in 
the Mediterranean. It was therefore with an 
outburst of joy and pride that they heard of 
the return of Anson from his memorable 
voyage. 

That daring sailor had started four years 
before on his expedition to the Pacific, and 
having spread havoc and dismay through the 
Spanish settlements on the coast of America, 
and encountered innumerable dangers which 
reduced his small squadron to a single ship, 
had conceived the bold project of intercepting- 
the great G-alleon which sailed once a year 
between Acapulco and Manilla. The story 
has been often told how he watched and 
waited through long months of disappoint- 
ment and delay, and kept together his dimin- 
ished crew, and patched up the rotting Cen- 
f/urion^ and traversed vast distances of sea in 
pursuit of his prize, until he fell in with her 
at last, and captured her after a gallant fight. 
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And then, having circumnavigated the globe^ 
how he returned by the Cape of G-ood Hope 
to Europe, passed unseen through the French 
fleet, under cover of a fog, and anchored in 
safety at Spithead, with more than a million 
of treasure in his keeping. 

Such exploits were well fitted to excite the 
public enthusiasm, and the ministry were not 
sorry to seize the opportunity for a popular 
demonstration. The treasure was brought to 
London, and ordered to be carried in proces- 
sion through the principal streets to the 
Tower, and of course a great multitude assem- 
bled to witness the pageant. 

Nevil conducted his aunt and cousins across 
the quadrangle of the Royal Exchange, where 
the statues of the old kings of England looked 
down from their niches on the checkered 
pavement ; and passing beneath the clock- 
Tower surmounted by G-resham's grasshopper, 
which was then on the Comhill side of the 
building, they came out into the street. Here 
they found themselves in the midst of a dense 
crowd, full of the rough humour and horse- 
play of the English populace, and they had 
some difficulty in making their way amongst 
them. The good looks and fine dresses of 
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the ladies, the modest air of their companion, 
even the sturdy figure of the porter, were 
all made subjects of remark and exposed to a 
volley of jokes, coarse indeed, but not ill- 
natured or malicious. And as the comely 
dame and her daughters seemed only to enjoy 
the fun, they soon foimd allies and partisans 
who exerted themselves to open a passage for 
them. 

When they reached the comer of Lombard 
Street, the people in front of the new Mansion 
House were amusing themselves by giving 
vent to their political feelings. They were 
shouting at the top of their voices : " Down 
with the Dons and the Mounseers ! " " Down 
with the Pope, the Devil, and the Pretender!" 

" Do you hear the hogs grunt ? " said a 
gentleman in the crowd to his friend. " Their 
noise bodes no good to our cause." 

" Never heed them, Tresham," answered 
the other. " They would cheer just as loudly 
for the white cockade, if once the king were 
over the herring-pond." 

" What's that you're saying ? " growled a 
sturdy artisan near them. " We'll have no 
Jacobites here, and we'll make short work 
with traitors ! " 
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'' Jacobites ! Jacobites ! " shouted tlie mob, 
and an iif^ly rusli was made at the two 
,^-entlemen ; Ijut a portly citizen threw him- 
self before them, and exclaimed : " Leave the 
poor lunatics alone, my friends. They can't 
do us any liarm. Three cheers for King- 
George and the Protestant Succession ! " 

" Hurrah ! hurrah ! hurrah ! " shouted the 
mob ; and under cover of the confusion the 
gentlemen escaped into a side street. 

A little further, Nevil and his party came 
upon troops of ballad-mongers and vendors 
of broad-sheets, who were seeking to recom- 
mend their wares by bawling out a summary 
of their contents. 

" Here you have the last pathetic ballad 
of the young woman as went to sea for a 
sailor, because she couldn't bear for to part 
with her own true lovyer, and was killed in 
the arms of her Billy in the late action with 
the Spaniards ! " 

" Here you have the lives of three famous 
highwaymen, with their dying speeches and 
confessions, and what happened in the cart 
on the road to Tyburn ! " 

" Here you have the full, true, and par- 
ticular account of the ghost that appeared to 
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an old gentlewoman in Norfolk, attested by a 
clergyman and two justices of the peace, who 
had it from the gentlewoman's own lips the 
morning after this most extraordinary occur- 
rence ! " 

"Here you have the miraculous cures 
wrought by the use of Tar Water, as recom- 
mended by many of the Faculty, and approved 
by the Right Reverend Greorge Berkeley, Lord 
Bishop of Gloyne ! " 

" Here you have the Great Religious Re- 
vival, with all the signs and wonders atten- 
dant on the late preaching of the gospel in 
Moor fields, including the instantaneous con- 
version of a butcher and his family at 
Hoxton, and of three maid-servants at 
Hackney ! " 

" Here you have a defence of Mr. John 
Wesley against the dangerous errors of Mr. 
George Whitfield ! " 

" Here you have a defence of Mr. George 
Whitfield against the pernicious heresies of 
Mr. John Wesley ! '* 

" Here you have the only true and correct 
narrative of the voyages, adventures, and 
glorious victories of Commodore Anson ! " 

This last broad-sheet, which was headed 
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by a rude print of the Centurion engaging- 
the Spanish G-alleon, seemed to be the most 
attractive, and sold very rapidly. But now 
a rollicking pet of ballad-singers pressed for- 
ward to the front, and roared out the follow- 
ing verses in stentorian tones : — 

" King George he came from Jarminy, though long and 

rough the passage is, 
To feast on British beef and beer, instead of kale and 

sassages ; 
We'll stuff him full until he gets as plump as any 

pigeon, 
And he'll stand up for our liberties, and the Protestant 



religion ! 



With a row, dow, dow ! 



" Old Jimmy and the King of France may threaten fire 
and slaughter. 
But they'll have lots of work to do before they cross 

the water ; 
And should they come, our lads at home would servo 

them such a trick, ye see. 
They'd pretty soon go back again to dine off frogs 
and fricassee ! 

With a row, dow, dow ! 



«( 



The Spaniards strut about the world, long swords 

behind them dragging. 
And talk as if the things they wish could all be got 

by bragging ; . 



TtfE PROCESSION. 75 

They claim the 6arth, and sea, and sky as part of 

their dominions — 

But what can you expect from fools, that live on ile 

and inions ? * 

With a row, dow, dow ! 

" Xo, while we feed on good roast-beef, with foaming 

ale before us. 
We'll not be scared by hooting owls, but always sing 

in chorus : 
No foreign foes shall make us budge, however fierce 

and cruel. 

And if they try, they'll only find that we can give 

them gruel ! 

With a row, dow, dow ! " 

" What do you think of it all, Nevil ? " 
said Mrs. Humphrey, laughing. " Did you 
fancy London was anything like this ? " 

"I certainly never saw such a crowd, 
madam, nor heard such a noise." 

" Call me aunt, my dear boy. It sounds 
more friendly." 

" You are very kind to me, and make me 
feel almost at home in this strange place." 

" To be sure ; and why shouldn't I ? 
Never mind your uncle's bearish ways. Now, 
I dare say you've a mother at home, crying 
her eyes out, just as I should do if my girls 

* Anglice — oil and onions. 
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were taken from me. Isn't it so, and haven't 
I guessed right ? " 

" I have indeed a dear mother/' said Nevil, 
with a faltering voice, " who will be very 
glad to hear of your kindness." 

" Tell her when you write, that you're not 
without a friend in this big noisy town. 
But here we are in Cheapside, and there's 
my papa's, with the sign of the golden mallet 
over his door. And there's my papa him- 
self waiting to receive us." 

Alderman Sterling, citizen and goldsmith, 
♦stood in the doorway of his shop with his 
^servants and apprentices about him. He 
was a large, corpulent man, well advanced 
in years, with a rubicund face and flaxen 
wig, and the same cordial air that dis- 
tinguished his daughter. He seemed very 
glad to see her, and kissed both her and his 
granddaughters with great heartiness. 

" Where's your husband, my dear ? Why 
did he let you come alone through this 
€rowd ? " 

" We were not alone, papa ; for here's a 
nephew of Humphrey's, Nevil Brooke, from 
the country ; and we had John the porter to 
follow. Let me introduce the young gentle- 
man to you." 
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" Griad to see you, sir. Hope you're a 
good Whig and Hanoverian; and a jollier 
fellow than your uncle, craving your pardon, 
for I never could get that son-in-law of mine 
to crack his bottle like a Christian. And 
what have you got to say to me, you little 
rogues ? " he added, pinching the pretty 
ears of his granddaughters. 

" Don't, grandpa ! you hurt me ! " cried 
Kitty, with a pouting lip, and a comical 
affectation of dignity. 

"You wouldn't cry out, you monkey," 
said the old gentleman, " if I was to put a 
pair of diamond drops into your ears." 

"Oh, that would be quite different, you 
know, grandpa, and I should be very much 
obliged to you ! " 

" And I didn't cry out at all, did I ? " said 
Patty. " And I'm not to fare worse than 
my sister, am I ? " 

" Well, well, I must see what I can do 
for you both. But come upstairs, and you 
shall have seats at the best window. You'll 
find some of my friends and customers there 
already." 

When his relatives were comfortably 
seated, the worthy goldsmith went about to 
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look after his guests, and talk to one or the 
other ; and as he passed from room to room, 
all glittering with plate arranged in massive 
splendour on the shelves, he glanced round 
with something of pride on these solid 
evidences of his wealth. Presently, a new 
visitor was announced, and a gentleman in 
blue and silver, with a star on his breast, 
was ushered into the alderman's presence. 

" Bless my soul ! quite an unexpected 
honour ! Grlad to see your lordship in the 
Giiiy; but how did you get through the 
crowd ? " 

"I heard that Fleet Street and the Strand 
were blocked, so I came down by water. I 
hope I have the pleasure of finding you in 
good health, Mr. Alderman." 

"I humbly thank your lordship. Can I 
serve you with anything in my way of 
business ? " he added ; for the shrewd trades- 
man easily guessed that the nobleman (a 
peer of parliament and a member of the 
ministry) had not come thus far on a mere 
visit of politeness. 

" I should like to see the show from your 
windows, if you will allow me, Mr. Alder- 
man, so that I may be able to report to his 
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Majesty the real feelings of his faithful 
citizens." This was spoken aloud. Then in 
a lower tone — "Will you favour me with 
a few words in private ? " 

" Certainly, my lord, certainly. Please to 
step into this cabinet. Any news from 
abroad ? Any tidings of the Pretender ? " 

" The old Chevalier is still at Rome ; but 
we know that Charles Edward is in Paris, 
and we believe they will attempt something 
this summer. In any case, we must be pre- 
pared for them. The fact is, I have come to 
consult with you about money matters. This 
war is a great drain on our resources ; and 
the Treasury may need some facilities from 
you gentlemen of the City. I hope we may 
count on the assistance of one of the most 
loyal of his Majesty's subjects." 

" Your lordship ought to know me. What- 
ever ministry is in, I've alwaj^s supported the 
government ; and my bond is worth quite as 
much between St. Paul's and the Monument 
as ever it was in Sir Robert's time. Has 
your lordship heard of him lately ? " 

" Lord Orford is at Houghton, Mr. Alder- 
man, and, I fear, very ill of the gout. He 
will never again be the Walpole that we 
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remember. But, although he was your model 
minister, I hope you will not withdraw 
your confidence from his Majesty's present 
advisers." 

" I'm a plain man, my lord, and can't make 
fine speeches. As long as you're true to 
King G-eorge and the Protestant cause, I'll 
do my best to stand by you with cash and 
credit." 

" That's sill we ask, and I am sure we are 
very much indebted to you. It will be our 
duty to represent to his Majesty that a title 
or some mark of distinction " 

" Much obliged to you, my lord, but I'd 
rather not. I'm too old for such gewgaws, 
and I've only my little girls to leave behind 
me. But now let's to business, or some of 
the company will notice our being closeted so 
long together. How much does the govern- 
ment want ? " 

While the peer and the goldsmith were 
occupied with these weighty matters, Nevil 
was sitting beside his aunt and cousins, and 
sharing in their amusement at all that was 
passing in the street below. To him indeed 
that vast and motley assemblage was a strange 
and novel sight, and the fine July weather. 
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the gay dresses of the ladies at the windows, 
the flags and scarlet drapery hung out in 
front of the houses, and even the various 
fantastic signs which, in those days, were 
suspended over the shop-doors, all contri- 
buted to the brightness and cheerfulness of 
the scene. And while Mrs. Humphrey smiled 
and nodded at every face she happened to 
recognize in the crowd, her daughters talked 
incessantly for the instruction and entertain- 
ment of their cousin. 

" I dare say you don't know a single one of 
all those people down there." 

" Do you know many of them ? " 

" To be sure we do. That big woman in 
the cherry-coloured hood is our baker's wife ; 
and that young man in grey is Tom Jackson, 
one of papa's clerks ; and that pretty girl in 
the gipsy hat was once our maid " — ^with a 
good deal more information of the same kind. 

" Do you see that odd little figure leaning 
against a post, and drawing something on 
his thumb-nail? That's Mr. Hogarth, the 
painter, who married Sir James Thornhill's 
daughter." 

" And that tall, handsome gentleman in the 
claret-coloured coat, with his hat cocked on 

VOL. I. G 
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one side, who has just bought a nosegay from 
the flower-girl, and is talking to the man 
with the wooden leg, that's Mr. Fielding, the 
author of * Joseph Andrews,' which some 
people like better than Mr. Richardson's 
^ Pamela.' " 

And so they went on, pointing out the 
characters they knew, until the clang of bells 
from the steeples and the roar of many 
voices announced the approach of the proces- 
sion. On it came, with music and banners, 
and gorgeous liveries, and the flash of arms. 
The Lord Mayor and sheriffs had gone to 
meet it at Temple Bar, and now led the way 
in their state carriages, attended by the City 
train-bands and the various livery companies ? 
with their flags and emblems. All these 
were received with plaudits ; but when the 
waggons bearing the treasure, and decorated 
with captured ensigns, appeared in sight, pre- 
ceded by the officers in uniform with drawn 
swords, and guarded by the hardy, weather- 
beaten mariners who had won the prize, all 
other sounds were merged in tremendous 
shouts of " Long live Anson ! Long live the 
blue-jackets ! Hurrah for our jolly tars ! 
Hurrah for the wooden walls of Old Eng- 
land ! " 
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By this time, the nobleman and the gold-* 
smith had joined the group at the window, 
where the ladies had caught the general 
enthusiasm, and were waving their handker-^ 
chiefs in a flutter of joyous excitement. 

"Mamma! mamma!" cried Kitty, "can 
you tell me which is Commodore Anson ? " 
• " Admiral Anson, if you please," said the 
nobleman, bowing to the young lady, "as 
will appear by the next gazette." 

" I am very glad to hear it, my lord," said 
the goldsmith, rubbing his hands. " If you 
want to be well served, take care to reward 
your servants." 

" That is the admiral," continued the' 
nobleman, "hiding a little behind the rest, 
as if to escape the ovation. You may be sure 
that he never hid himself on the day of 
battle." 

" And I doubt if his ears were ever so 
stunned in battle as they've been to-day," 
said the goldsmith. 

And so the pageant passed onward, 
followed by a sudden rush of the more 
adventurous of the rabble, eager to catch 
another glimpse of it before it reached Tower 
Hill. The remainder of the crowd began to 
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disperse quietly, or loitered about to amuse 
themselves with various sights. The im- 
memorial puppet-show appeared, with Punch 
and his inexhaustible drama. A set of 
tumblers and conjurors cleared a small space 
to exhibit their feats. Again the ballad- 
singers raised their voices, the hawkers and 
mountebanks were loud in praise of their 
wares, and the shoeblacks resumed their 
employment at every comer. Then the 
company at Alderman Sterling's prepared to 
take their departure, the nobleman summoned 
his servants to return by the river to West- 
minster, and Mrs. Humphrey and her 
daughters only lingered for a few parting 
words. But their hospitable host would not 
hear of their leaving, without some of that 
substantial refreshment for which the City 
of London has always been honourably 
distinguished, and Nevil was not a little 
astonished at the plentiful and sumptuous 
fare that was spread before them. At length, 
when the banquet was finished, Kitty and 
Patty were made happy with the promised 
ear-rings, and late in the afternoon the 
merchant's family returned to Threadneedle 
Street. 
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CHAPTER III. 



THE APPRENTICESHIP. 



The next morning Nevil rose very early, to 
write a letter to his mother before any one 
else was up in the house, to inform her of his 
safe arrival and the reception he had met 
with. He narrated the incidents of his 
journey in a playful style ; gave a long and 
amusing account of the procession ; an3 while 
he said little of his uncle, except that Hum- 
phrey had sent for his luggage from the inn, 
he spoke warmly of the kindness of his aunt 
and cousins. He knew that a cheerful tone 
would be the most likely to relieve the 
maternal anxiety, and he took care to conceal 
the sense of loneliness and desolation, which 
falls on almost every young heart when first 
left in the midst of a great city, away from 
home, and surrounded by strange faces. 
" I am glad yesterday's folly is over," said 
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his uncle to him at breakfast, "and I hopo 
you have had enough of idleness. I shall 
expect regular attendance at work." 

"I am quite ready, sir, whenever you 
please." 

" I shall put you under my head clerk, who 
is a thorough man of business. You will 
regard him as my representative, and treat 
him with all due respect." 

"Why, Humphrey," broke in the lady of 
the house, " do you think Nevil doesn't know 
how to behave himself to a man old enough 
to be his grandfather ? " 

" You will oblige me, my dear, by not inter- 
fering with what is no concern of yours. Be 
content with your cooking and millinery. The 
counting-house is my department. Your 
meddling will not make it easier to your 
young friendy 

This last sentence was spoken with a sneer, 
and in a cold, hard tone that might have 
chilled less exuberant spirits. Mrs. Hum- 
phrey only laughed, and began to sing 

** Lilli burlero bullen-a-la ! " 

The merchant swallowed down his wrath, 
ivhich was none the less bitter because it was 
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suppressed, and soon after led the way to the 
counting-house, followed by Nevil. There 
he reigned supreme, with no one hardy 
enough to contest his authority, though his 
repulsive manners made him very unpopular 
with his clerks, and many a spiteful word 
was spoken in secret against him. This 
morning he was in a peculiarly evil temper, 
and found fault with everything and every- 
body. The younger men listened in sullen 
silence, and consoled themselves by whisper- 
ing to each other that he must have got out 

of bed the wrong way, and that his wife 
must have combed his head for him — with 
other more vigorous expressions, indicative of 
the estimation in which he was held. But 
the chief clerk, whom Nevil recognized as 
the same old man that had come the day 
before to speak about closing the office, 
answered all his reproaches with a kind of 
covert irony, and seemed to chuckle at pro- 
voking him by his imperturbable coolness. 

"Those young fellows grow more and more 
negligent," said the merchant. "I shall 
have to make a clean sweep of them before 
long." 

" I shouldn't wonder," said the clerk. 
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" But I must and will have an alteration ! '* 

" Why not ? " said the clerk, shrugging his 
shoulders. 

" But you know that I look to you, Mr. 
Crabtree, to enforce my orders, and to see 
that nothing is neglected. I hold you re- 
sponsible for the conduct of the rest." 

"Of course, I'm responsible," said the clerk. 

" But it's not of course, if you allow things 
to go on as they are at present." 

" I can send them all away if you like, Mr. 
Brooke. Only, you see, it would be rather 
awkward for you and me to be left just at 
this season without assistants, and your busi- 
ness is not to be learned in a day." 

"Perhaps you would like to go yourself, 
Crabtree ? " 

" Just as you please, Mr. Brooke, if you 
think the business can be better managed 
than it has been for the last thirty years." 

" Well, you know that's all nonsense, Crab- 
tree. I don't wish to part with an old 
servant." 

"It's very kind of you to say so, Mr. 
Brooke, but I don't want you to keep me 
only for my sake. If you think the business 
would improve " 
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*' There, that's enough. I don't wish to 
hear any more about it." 

" I beg pardon, Mr. Brooke ; but I thought 
you asked me a' question." 

" I only asked you to be more strict with 
those young fellows. Now, look here, Crab- 
tree ; I am going to place my nephew in your 
charge, and I shall expect you to treat him 
just like the rest, and to show him no favour. 
He is to begin work at once." 

" I dare say he'll like it," said the clerk. 
^' He seems a very pleasant young gentleman, 
so he's sure to take after his uncle." 

The merchant looked savagely at Crabtree, 
as if he hardly knew whether the old man 
was laughing at him or not. But no out- 
ward sign betrayed the secret thoughts of the 
manager, and he was allowed to retire with 
Nevil without any further parley. 

" That old rascal is very useful to me," said 
Humphrey to himself, " and he knows it ; 
but he had better take care not to trespass 
too far upon my patience." 

" You 11 not see much of your uncle in the 
counting-house," said Crabtree to Nevil ; " he 
generally keeps in his own room. It's very 
sad, isn't it ? " 
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" What is sad ? " asked the boy* 

" That he shouldn't give us more of the 
pleasure of his company," answered the 
clerk, with an almost imperceptible twinkle 
of the eye* " You can't tell how much we 
miss him. But now that he has left you to 
my care, I have just one question to ask you : 
Is it to be work or play ? " 

" I have come here to work, Mr. Crabtree. 
I should wish to learn business for my own 
advantage ; and I should also wish to render 
some service in return for my uncle's hospi- 
tality." 

" You'll not be of much use at first. How- 
ever, if you are willing, I'll teach you. I'll 
find you a desk near me, and give you plenty 
to do." 

From that time, Nevil entered upon quite 
a new course of life. Accustomed to country 
scenes and exercise in the open air, to liberal 
studies, gay fancies, and fresh emotions, he 
was now imprisoned all day in the counting- 
house, poring over invoices and bills of 
lading, balancing accounts, making entries 
in journals and ledgers, and casting up long 
columns of figures, till his head ached with 
the effort. To a young, imaginative mind 
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there are few things more wearisome than 
the mechanical part of a merchant's businesSy 
the drudgery and monotony of commercial 
routine. In Nevil's case, they were utterly 
opposed to all his tastes and habits, and he 
felt sometimes as if his spirit would sink 
beneath the trial. But pride and a sense of 
duty kept him steadily to his work, and 
although he never received a word or look 
of encouragement from his uncle, the old 
clerk would indulge in a grim smile of ap- 
proval, and show his appreciation of his^ 
pupil's diligence by taking more than ordin- 
ary pains to initiate him in the mysteries of 
trade. 

"With the other clerks Nevil did not get 
on so well. Knowing that he was Hum- 
phrey's nephew, they were at first disposed to 
regard him as an enemy and a spy. But 
when his frank and simple manners rendered 
it impossible to suspect him of any evil 
designs against them, they sought to enlist 
him in various plots of their own, for the 
evasion of the office rules and the general 
relaxation of authority. As he declined to 
have anything to do with these intrigues, 
and continued to work with unabated energy^ 
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they set him down as a mean-spirited fellow ; 
and when they found that he never joined in 
their evening amusements — ^their visits to 
taverns, and cockpits, and other questionable 
places of resort — they voted him a milksop 
and a ninnyhammer, and wondered how long 
he had been out of his mammy's leading- 
strings. 

But Nevil's evenings were not spent in 
solitude. Directly he could escape from the 
labours of the desk, which were sometimes 
protracted to a late hour, his aunt and cousins 
took possession of him, and determined that 
he should see something of what they called 
the world. While Humphrey seldom went 
out, except to one or two coffee-houses, 
where he could meet with merchants like 
himself, and discuss the rise and fall of prices 
and the rates of the foreign exchanges, his 
wife and daughters sallied forth in the pur- 
suit of pleasure, and were glad to be accom- 
panied by so good-looking a youth as Nevil. 
They carried him with them in the huge 
family coach to the brilliant fairy-lands of 
Vauxhall and Ranelagh, and to the theatre 
in Drury Lane, where G-arrick was already 
astonishing the town with his wonderful per- 
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formances — now rising to the noblest flights 
of the tragic muse, and now yielding to the 
softer blandishments of her comic sister. 
They took him to the opera, where he saw 
the cream of the court and fashion, and to 
an oratorio by Mr. Handel, which George II. 
himself honoured with his presence. They 
introduced him to snug little supper-parties 
at Alderman Sterling's, and to a grand ball 
at the Lord Mayor's, and in all these places 
Nevil's open countenance and pleasing ad- 
dress made him a general favourite. It is 
true that some of the belles were inclined to 
quiz him for his bashfulness, and some of 
the beaux to sneer at the charming simplicity 
of our country cousin^ but all the better sort 
of people liked him at first sight, and he soon 
found himself at home in the society fre- 
quented by his relatives. 

In spite of this, he would often have pre- 
ferred to absent himself, when wearied by 
the toils of the day he was summoned to the 
evening festivities. He longed to take a 
quiet stroll, and to commune with his own 
thoughts; but his fair friends would hear 
of no excuses, and they had been too kind 
for him to run the risk of offending them. 
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So the same round went on week after week, 
and it was only by rising very early in the 
morning, that he found time to write those 
long letters, which were the most welcome 
present he could send to one little cottage 
in Warwickshire. 

Nevil was soon on terms of affectionate 
intimacy with his cousins, and if he had 
been anything of a coxcomb, he might have 
fancied that both the girls were in love with 
him. But there was really no such thought 
on either side. His uncle's fears proved 
groundless, and Mrs. Humphrey, in dis- 
regarding them, had only shown the wonted 
sagacity of her sex. The fact was, that 
Kitty and Patty were just at the time of 
life when the slight difference in age be- 
tween themselves and their cousin appeared 
to them to preclude all notions of gallantry, 
while they treated him with the freedom of 
sisters, and admitted him to the privileges 
of a younger brother. They were in much 
more danger from men of twice his years, 
who had somehow made their mother's ac- 
quaintance, and generally contrived to meet 
them in public places — adventurers for the 
most part with mercenary views ; from the 
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fop who lisped that : " Might he be drowned 
in lavender water, if ever he knew till now 
there was so much beauty in the City ! " — to 
the Irish captain who swore that : "If any 
gintleman doubted the virtue and illigance 
of the London ladies, by the holy poker, he'd 
cut his throat with the greatest possible 
pleasure ! " 

On Sundays Humphrey Brooke was in 
the habit of posting his private ledger, and 
doing other work which he said he had no 
time for during the week. But the ladies 
went regularly to church, and were always 
accompanied by Nevil, who carried his aunt's 
enormous prayer-book and magnificent 
smelling-bottle. They attended the morn- 
ing service at St. Mary-le-Bow's, and sat in 
Alderman Sterling's velvet-cushioned pew; 
but in the afternoon they visited other placq^ 
of worship, and Nevil saw most of those 
curious and characteristic churches, which 
the genius of Wren had raised on the site 
of the older buildings destroyed by the 
Grreat Fire. He heard also many of the 
chief preachers of the time, and frequently 
differed from his cousins in their estimate 
of some frothy and magniloquent discourse. 
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But a sermon by Bishop Butler at St. Paul's 
left a deep impression on his mind— so deep, 
indeed, that it was never obliterated — and he 
often spoke in after years of the pleasure and 
instruction he had derived from the clear, 
calm, masculine intellect of that illustrious 
divine. 

So the months rolled on, with the daily 
work, the nightly amusements, and the 
weekly religious observances, and on the 
whole Nevil had no reason to complain of 
his position. For although his uncle con- 
tinued as cold and distant as ever, and the 
labours of the office were still distasteful and 
irksome, he had met with much kindness 
from the female members of the family, and 
was certainly in no want of variety and 
recreation. Yet, as the novelty of the scenes 
151 London wore off, he began to grow rest- 
less and impatient. He liked his aunt and 
cousins, and was very grateful to them for 
all they had done for him; but the feeling* 
with which he regarded them was some- 
thing quite different from the love he bore 
to his mother, and he missed, amid their 
thoughtless merriment and trivial conversa- 
tion, the grace and refinement to which ho 
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had been accustomed in his intercourse with 
cultivated persons like Monsieur and Madame 
de la Rochelle. Besides, he was. getting 
tired of a constant round of entertainments, 
and wished to have his leisure moments a 
little more at his own disposal. Above all, 
he was eager to commence the serious busi- 
ness of life, to know that he was an actor 
on the stage instead of a mere learner of his 
part, and to enter upon a career which might 
have its own trials and disappointments, but 
which at least gave the hope and the promise 
of leading to ultimate success. 

It was therefore with a sense of relief and 
pleasure, that he received one day an intima- 
tion from his uncle, to hold himself in readi- 
ness to attend next morning at the India 
House. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 



THE DEPARTURE. 



When Nevil had appeared before the Direc- 
tors . in Leadenhall Street, and been duly 
appointed a writer in the service of the 
Honourable East India Company, he hastened 
to communicate the news to his mother, and 
to inform her of his speedy departure for the 
scene of his duties. 

" I shall probably sail in a few weeks," he 
said, " but you must not think, dear mother, 
that the leagues of salt water which will 
then divide us make any real difference, for 
I cannot see you in London more than in 
India, and in heart and affection I shall be 
with you as much as ever. My uncle intro- 
duced me to my future masters — as potent, 
grave, and reverend signiors as ever Othello 
saw in Venice — ^but they did not ask me 
many questions, and I had little to do beyond 
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making my best bow to them. You will 
understand that I am to be first a writer, 
then a factor, then a junior merchant, then 
a senior merchant, and so on to the top of 
the tree — and then for old England again, 
and the dear old house at home ! I suppose 
it takes some time to make a fortune, but I 
know that I do not desire it for any bad end, 
and I am not afraid of the labour and 
patience it may cost, so that I have the 
hope of one day seeing my dear mother as 
prosperous and happy as she deserves to be. 
I wish I could run down into Warwickshire, 
just to spend a few days with you before I 
start on my voyage, but I feel it is out of 
the question, and try not to think about it. 
My aunt and cousins have been as kind as 
possible, and are good enough to say that they 
shall be quite sorry to lose me. Please oflFer 
my most aflfectionate respects to Monsieur and 
Madame de la Eochelle, and tell them wher- 
ever I go I shall never forget their friend- 
ship. Grive my love to Molly, and say that 
I depend upon her to take care of you till I 
come back. God grant that happy time may 
not be so far distant ! " 

" Be sure," wrote his mother in reply. 
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"that I share in all my dear boy's fondest 
wishes. But I know that years must elapse 
before they can be realized, and I sometimes 
think that I shall not be spared to welcome 
yoilr return. I do not say this to discourage 
you, but because I feel how vain it is to build 
our hopes upon earthly things, aiid that it 
is better to be prepared for any fate that 
God, in His mercy, may please to send us. I, 
too, long with a great yearning to see you 
again before you leave England; but time, 
and distance, and the want of money, all 
unite to forbid it, and perhaps it is, after all, 
wiser to escape the pang of a second parting* 
Tell your aunt that she has my blessings 
and prayers for the kindness she has shown 
to my boy, and that I hope it may be repaid 
sevenfold to her and to her daughters. And 
now, my dear Nevil, let me speak a few 
words of warning ; not that I think they are 
specially needed in your case, but because 
we none of us know how soon we may fall 
into temptation. I am told that strong drink 
is the great danger in the climate to which 
you are going, and I would implore you to 
remain sober and temperate, as in your inno-* 
cent childhood, and so preserve the health of 
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mind and body with which you have hitherto 
been blessed. I hear, too, that there is much 
gambling in those coimtries, and I know that 
cards and dice have often been the ruin of a 
life, I would therefore ask your promise 
never to engage in play. And although I 
hope you may some day meet with the one 
person, whom you will love even better than 
your mother, I would conjure you, till that 
day comes, to let every woman be sacred to 
you for your mother's sake. Of truth and 
uprightness I need say nothing, for I have 
full confidence in your honour as a gentle- 
man ; but, my dear Nevil, you will find many 
in the world to mock at the religious princi- 
ples and practice in which you have been 
tritined, and if you allow yourself to be in- 
fluenced by such sneers, and neglect the old 
pious habits of your childish days, you will 
soon feel your faith grow dim and cold. Every 
night, then, before you lay your head upon 
your pillow, I would have you remember that I 
am praying for you, and join me in that holy 
exercise. It will be a bond of union between 
us, a spell to preserve you from evil, and a 
pledge that we shall meet again either on 
•earth or in heaven." 
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It is no reproach to N'evil's manhood, if his 
eyes were moist with tears when he read this 
letter, and vowed in his heart that he would 
scrupulously follow its injunctions. He wrote 
back an answer, full of everything he could 
think of to cheer his mother's spirits, and 
promised to let her have tidings of him by 
every possible opportunity. 

And now the day came for embarking on 
the vessel in which he was to sail, and his 
uncle gave him his two fingers as before, and 
condescended to express a hope that he should 
hear good accounts of him. But his aunt 
and cousins, who had crammed his trunks 
with frills, and ruffles, and fine linen, cried 
over him and kissed him as though he had 
really been the child of the house, and 
declared in their simple, hearty way, that 
they had never enjoyed themselves so much 
us since he had been with them, and that 
he must be sure to come back to them as soon 
as ever he could. 

Even the clerks in the office, whose pre- 
judices had gradually yielded to Nevil's 
frank good-nature, now seemed sorry to part 
with him, and gathered round to shake hands 
and to wish him a prosperous voyage. But 
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Humphrey Brooke cut short these farewell 
ceremonies, by dismissing them, summarily 
to their desks, on the plea of the pressure 
of business. 

" You will see my nephew off, Mr. Crab- 
tree," said the merchant. 

" He shall be safely put on board," answered 
the manager ; " soimd, and in marketable con- 
dition." 

" And you will do what is necessary," said 
the merchant, "as you would in any other 
case." 

**Just as if he was a bale of goods," 
answered the clerk. " I imderstand." 

" It's lucky he didn't go with us," said 
Crabtree, when he and Nevil were in the 
street together. "It might have been too 
much for his feelings ! " 

Taking a truck and porter with the luggage, 
they proceeded to a portion of the town 
hitherto imknown to Nevil. They left the 
Tower behind them, and entered a labyrinth 
of narrow and dirty lanes, crowded with 
sailors, fish-women, and oyster-wenches, and 
all the miscellaneous population of the water- 
side, while their noses were regaled with the 
strangest combination of odours, and their 
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ears deafened witli the most discordant sounds. 
Making their way through groups of uncouth 
people, who jeered at them as they passed 
and assailed them with rough pleasantries, 
they reached the bank of the river, and saw 
the good ship Royal Caroline — Thomas Broad, 
master — lying in the Pool ready for sea, with 
the blue-peter flying at her mast-head. A 
Thames wherry, with a couple of watermen 
in their scarlet coats and badges, soon carried 
them on board the vessel, and there the old 
clerk, having introduced Nevil to the captain, 
took leave of his charge with the following 
valediction : — 

"I've shipped my cargo. Master Nevil, 
as I've often done before in this river, and 
gone home and thought no more about it 
when it was once entered on the manifest. 
But somehow I don't quite feel to-day as 
if I could get rid of it in that fashion. 
We've been together for some months, and 
I've been foolish enough to take a sort of 
liking to you, and I think I shall miss your 
bright face in the old counting-house — but 
there! it's no use talking about it. Give 
us your hand, my boy, and Grod bless you ! " 

This was one of the longest speeches that 
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Crabtree had ever made, and Nevil acknow- 
ledged it by wringing his hand with hearty 
good-will. Then the old man returned to 
the shore in a softer mood than usual, and 
the youth was left amongst strangers on the 
quarter-deck of the Eoyal Caroline. 

There he stood unnoticed, in the midst of 
a scene of hurry, confusion, and discomfort, 
such as generally accompanies the departure 
of a vessel for sea. Some goods had arrived 
at the last moment, some provisions had yet 
to be taken on board, and the creaking of 
pulleys, the rush of feet, the shouts and 
curses of the sailors, and the answering im- 
precations of the men in the boats made an 
uproar that overpowered every other sound. 
But when this work was at length completed^ 
and the decks had been cleared of all in- 
truders, the pilot's hoarse voice was heard 
issuing the necessary orders; and the ship, 
released from her moorings, was very soon 
under way. With favouring wind and tide, 
she swept through the forest of masts and 
the long reaches of the river, past docks and 
building-yards, and the naval palace at 
Greenwich with its hills and trees, and the 
tall gibbets with the dead bodies of pirates 
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hanging in chains, onward, between the low- 
lying lands of Essex and the bolder shores 
of Kent, until she anchored off Gravesend, 
where she waited for other ships to come up 
with her, and join for mutual protection from 
the hostile cruisers in the Channel. 

For the times were dangerous, and almost 
all sea-going vessels carried guns, while those 
of the East India Company were especially 
well armed and provided. The necessities of 
their commerce had already forced that ener- 
getic society of merchants to exercise some 
of the rights of war and government. To 
retain the few scattered possessions which 
they held on the coasts of India by grants 
from native princes, they had to levy troops 
and organize measures of defence ; and to 
transport over the seas the valuable commo- 
dities in which they traded, they had to equip 
vessels that should be able to hold their own 
against rivals and enemies. 

When the little fleet was finally assembled, 
they made sail for the buoy at the Nore ; and 
the first sight of the sea in a fresh breeze, 
with its tossing waves and driving foam, 
filled Nevil with a delight that surpassed 
even what he had expected. It is true that 
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he experienced less pleasing sensations before 
they reached the Downs ; but, being detained 
there for some days by shifting winds, he 
recovered his usual health by the time they 
were able to proceed on their voyage, and 
henceforth was not subject to that kind of 
disturbance. As they sailed down the Chan- 
nel, he watched the receding cliffs of his 
native land with a strange mixture of con- 
flicting feelings — sorrow and regret for the 
friends and country he had left behind, in- 
terest and curiosity in the new world that 
was opening before him, a certain vague 
dread of the unknown future, yet hope and 
courage withal, and the happy elasticity of 
youth. And when they had passed the 
Lizard, and stood off in a southerly direction 
from the Land's End, he roused himself from 
the dreamy mood in which he had hitherto 
indulged, and began to find solace and amuse- 
ment in the companionship of the passengers 
and crew. 



BOOK III. — MADRAS. 



■•o*- 



CHAPTER I. 



THE VOYAGE. 



Pebsons of different characters and classes 
were gathered together on board the Royal 
Caroline* There was a senior merchant, a 
man of grave aspect and mature age, who 
was returning to India with his family, after 
a long visit to England. There was a lively, 
bustling factor, who had come home to get 
married, and was now going back with his 
bride. There were several young writers 
who, like Nevil, had just received their 
appointments. There was a wife who was 
on her way out to join her husband, and a 
sister who had been sent for by her brother ; 
and there was a military officer, who called 
himself " Captain," but was really a subaltern, 
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and who had in charge a set of ruffianly- 
fellows, recruited in the streets of London for 
the Company's service. These, with Captain 
Broad, the master — a rugged seaman of the old 
school — his rough mates, and rougher sailors, 
were all congregated within the limits of the 
floating castle which was destined for some 
months to be Nevil's place of abode. 

A long voyage must always be a trial of 
temper, and in those days the traveller by 
sea had to encounter many more incon- 
veniences than at present, and required more 
good-nature and self-denial to keep on 
pleasant terms with his companions. It was 
a proof of Nevil's inborn sweetness of dis- 
position that he soon became popular with 
almost every one in the ship, from the 
delicate lady whose wishes he anticipated 
with habitual courtesy, to the sturdy mariner 
whose interminable yarns he listened to and 
laughed at; while with the gentlemen on 
board he could converse on most subjects in-* 
telligently and agreeably, having acquired 
more knowledge than was common at his age, 
both from his early love of reading, and his 
intimacy with Monsieur de la Rochelle. 
There was one person, however, from 
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whom he shrank with instinctive dislike, and 
who in return treated him with contemptuous 
haughtiness, affecting to regard him as a 
mere child. This was Lieutenant Grrimhold, 
the military officer, a man with a red face 
and loud voice, who cocked his hat in de- 
fiance as he swaggered about the deck, and 
emphasized his ordinary talk by clutching 
the hilt of his sword. When this hero was 
not hectoring his recruits or annoying the 
ladies with insolent familiarity, he was 
generally either drinking or engaged at 
cards, and from the latter diversion he almost 
always rose a winner. His uniform success 
made the others not very anxious to play 
with him, but such was his violent and over- 
bearing manner, that to avoid a quarrel they 
frequently sat down with him against their 
will, and lost their money in the endeavour 
to keep him quiet. 

One day, when the ship had already 
entered the tropics, and warm, delightful 
weather had succeeded to the chills of an 
English winter, Nevil was leaning over the 
side, watching the flying-fish and other 
wonders of the deep, when the "sodger officer" 
(as . the sailors called him) came suddenly up 
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from below, and advanced towards the youth 
in as friendly a guise as he was capable of 
assuming. The fact was that he had tired 
out all his usual associates, and was therefore 
inclined to give this inexperienced lad, whom 
he seldom deigned to notice, the opportunity 
of losing a few pieces at his favourite pastime. 

" It's dull work up here, Mr. Brooke, with 
nothing but this everlasting sky and water. 
Come down into the cabin, and try your luck 
at cards." 

"Thank you, I know little or nothing of 
any game." 

"But I can teach you — so that makes no 
difference — and a yoimg beginner always has 
the best chance." 

" You must excuse me. I never play." 

"Then it's high time you should, unless 
you wish to be thought a baby all your life. 
Why, zounds, man! you don't mean to say 
it's not a pretty and proper accomplishment?" 

" I say nothing about it. I merely decline 
it for myself." 

"Then let me tell you, young sir, that 
when a gentleman and a soldier condescends 
— do you understand me? — condescends to 
meet a stripling like you on equal terms, and 
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ofiFers to admit him to his society and amuse- 
ments, and to instruct him in the principles 
of a noble science, it's an act of incivility, 
and a confounded piece of impertinence, to 
refuse the honour ! And, by Jove ! many a 
puppy has had his ears slit for a less offence ! " 
" Really, Mr. Grrimbold," said Nevil 
calmly, "our acquaintance is a very slight 
one, although we happen to be passengers in 
the same ship. I have never intruded upon 
you, and I must beg you will not interfere 
with me." 

" Interfere ! What do you mean by inter- 
fere? I bring you a polite invitation, and 
you decline it in a damned unbecoming 
manner. Allow me to tell you that you are 
little better than a jackanapes, Mr. Nevil 
Brooke ! " 

All this was uttered in a loud, menacing 
tone, and a little knot of spectators soon 
gathered round the disputants. Nevil re- 
tained his composure, but his cheek flushed 
and his eye kindled as he spoke. 

" You asked me to play with you at cards, 
and I refused — for reasons of my own which 
I am not boimd to explain to any one." 

" Reasons ! What reasons ? I insist upon 
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knowing your reasons ! I insist upon know-^ 
ing whether they apply to people in general, 
or to me in particular." 

" I shall certainly not give you my reasons. 
I have resolved not to play — and least of all 
with you ! " 

" Then, sir, I take it as a gross insult, and 
whoever insults me must answer it at his 
peril ! " roared the bully as, half drawing his 
sword, he made a sudden rush at Nevil. But 
the latter, instead of retreating as G-rimbold 
probably expected, stood his ground firmly, 
and looked his opponent steadily in the 
face. 

"You can see that I am quite unarmed," 
lie said. " You had better think twice before 
vou commit murder."' 

" Avast there ! " cried a sailor, interposing 
his burly form between the youth and his 
assailant. " Put up your steel bodkin, Mr. 
Sodger, or belike it may hurt your hand ! " 

"How dare you meddle with me or my 
quarrels, you scoundrel ? " said the lieutenant. 
" And where are my men, that they allow 
their oflficer to be molested ? " 

" Yes, how dare you meddle with our 
officer?" cried a recruit, anxious to curry 
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favour with his chief. ^' Come on, my lads, 
and let's stand by the galliant captain ! " 

" You'd better keep your distance, you 
boiled lobsters ! " said the sailor contemp- 
tuously. " I'd fight you with this here 
belay ing-pin against any of your baggonets. 
Learn to use your sea-legs in a gale before 
you talk big on shipboard." 

^' I'll run you through, if you don't hold 
your jaw," said one of the recruits. 

^' You I " cried the sailor, with a hoarse 
laugh. '' I'd make a better man than you 
with a cocoa-nut and a pair of tongs ; or by 
sticking a turnip on a marline-spike, and 
rigging it out with a bit of red bunting. 
Do you think I care for your knitting-needles, 
you white-livered sons of tailors ? " 

" Stand out of the way, you rascal ! " 
shouted the lieutenant, who had now fairly 
drawn his sword, and was brandishing it 
over his head. At the same moment, other 
soldiers and sailors came running to the spot, 
the one set with bayonets, the other with 
boat-hooks and handspikes, and a struggle 
seemed imminent between them. Nevil alone 
remained calm, and earnestly entreated them 
to desist. 
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"There is no occasion for this violence, 
gentlemen," he said. " Lieutenant Grrimbold 
is not an assassin, and when he is cooler I 
suppose he will listen to reason. In the 
mean time we had better separate." 

" You shall not escape me, you whelp ! " 
cried the bully in a fury, as he endeavoured 
to push aside the huge form of the sailor, 
who stood immovable as a rock. But some 
ladies had now given the alarm, and Captain 
Broad himself appeared on deck. 

" What's up here ? " he said, as he shoul- 
dered his way into the throng. " The devil 
to pay and no pitch hot ! Drawn swords and 
bayonets on my quarter-deck! What's the 
meaning of all this, Mr. Grrimbold ? " 

" Ask your rude, unmannerly sailors. Cap- 
tain Broad, who have dared to come between 
me and a y(5img upstart I was going to 
chastise." 

"Upstart! chastise! You only make it 
darker than before. Mayhap you can show 
a light ahead, Mr. Brooke ? " 

" Lieutenant Grrimbold was pleased to pick 
a quarrel with me. Captain Broad, and some 
6f your men interfered to prevent mischief. 
That's all I know about it." 



116 ADVENTURES OF NEVIL BROOKE. 

"Now hearken to me, gentlemen both. 
I'm not going to judge the rights and the 
wrongs of your quarrels, though I might give 
a shrewd guess as to who was the first to 
begin ; but I'll have no brawling or fighting 
on board my ship. So be kind enough to 
march your red-coats back to the forecastle, 
Mr. Grrimbold. And you, Mr. Brooke, come 
along with me. And be off, my lads, to your 
work, like so many flashes of lightning." 

" I would have you to understand. Captain 
Broad, that I am not under your command," 
began the lieutenant, . " and that I take no 
orders except from my superior oflficer ; and I 
think it a damned piece of presumption — - — " 

"Come, come, Mr. Grimbold — every cock 
may crow on his own dunghill. I dare say 
you're a great man ashore, but I happen to 
be king of this quarter-deck, and whoever 
disobeys me here may find himself fast in the 
bilboes before he knows it." 

" Blood and thunder ! do you mean to 
threaten me, sir ? Let me tell you that I 
am on military duty, and that my soldiers 
will resist any attempt " 

" Boatswain, pipe all hands to quarters ! '^ 
said the captain quietly; and in a moment, at 
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the shrill sound of the whistle, the sailors 
were seen leaping lightly and suddenly 
from shrouds and ratlins to the deck, taking 
their stations at the guns, and preparing all 
things as if for immediate action. "I like 
to keep them well up to the mark," said 
the captain, with a sly chuckle. " It's good 
practice, though there may be no enemy 
in sight. But I think, Mr. Grimbold, you 
had better sheer off with your rank and 
file." 

" And why should I sheer off, as you call 
it, Captain Broad ? " 

" Because, you see, you might get the poor 
devils into trouble. We sailors are good- 
natured fellows, but we're apt to take short 
and sharp measures with mutineers. We 
sometimes give them three dozen at the 
gangways, and if that won't do, we hang 
them at the yardarm, Mr. Grrimbold." 

The lieutenant, who was a bully but not 
a coward, looked round fiercely at his men 
as if he intended mischief; but some stood 
irresolute, and others were already slinking 
away, and he had sense enough left to per- 
ceive that resistance would be useless. With 
h great oath he sheathed his sword, and, mut- 
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tering Curses as he went, retired from the 
scene of his discomfiture. 

This incident served to raise Nevil'^ 
character for firmness and self-possession in 
the eyes of his fellow-passengers ; and though 
Lieutenant Grimbold scowled at him when 
they met, he did not offer him any further 
annoyance. A few days later, the youth 
had another opportunity of proving his title 
to courage. Separated from the rest of 
the fleet, which had now dispersed in 
various directions, the Royal- Caroline was 
attacked by a French privateer. This vessel 
carried Dutch colours at first, and only 
showed her own flag when she came within 
fighting distance ; but the English had not 
been put off their guard, and were ready to 
receive her with a broadside. A short en- 
gagement followed, in which spars and 
tackle were shot away, and the French ship 
was so far crippled and out-manoeuvred that 
she was left drifting to leeward in no con- 
dition to renew the action. But during that 
brief combat, instead of seeking safety below 
with the other passengers, Nevil had re- 
mained upon deck, and volunteered his 
services to help in working the guns ; and 
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when all was over, and lie was hastening to 
withdraw from observation, black with smoke 
and begrimed with powder, the captain 
clapped him on the shoulder and exclaimed : 
" You ought to have been a sailor, my boy ! 
You never were meant for a lazy, lubberly 
landsman ! " 

It would, however, be wearisome to relate 
all the events of the voyage, which resembled 
other voyages in many of its details. There 
was the usual grotesque comedy on crossing 
the line, with the traditional rough gambols 
of Neptune and his Court. There was a 
violent storm in doubling the Cape of Grood 
Hope, which lasted for days, often placed the 
ship in great danger, and tried the endurance 
of the passengers and the seamanship of the 
crew. And then, as they entered the Indian 
Ocean, there was week after week of lovely 
weather, with glorious sunsets and magni- 
ficent moonlit nights, in which they lay 
becalmed on a slumbering sea, and longed 
in vain for the breeze that was to bear them 
onward in their course. It was here that they 
fell in with a vessel homeward bound, and 
that Nevil was able to send a few lines to his 
mother. 
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" You may be quite happy about me, dear 
mother," he wrote, " for I was never better 
in heStlth, am growing taller and stronger 
every day, have many good friends on board, 
and have seen all sorts of interesting sights. 
We have had our little adventures — a 
threatened mutiny, a sea-fight, and a tem- 
pest — but all ended well, and we are none 
of us any the worse. Our captain is a true 
British sailor, as rough as a bear, as bold as 
a lion, and as tender-hearted as a lady. He 
has been very kind to me, and so have most 
of the passengers. We came through the 
Mozambique Channel, and are now to the 
north of Madagascar, waiting for a wind to 
carry us to Ceylon. I cannot describe to you 
the beauty and majesty of the ocean. I never 
realized before that fine passage in the Psalms, 
about those who go down to the sea in ships, 
and have their business in great waters. But 
tell Monsieur de la Rochelle that I do not 
think Job's leviathan was the whale, and that 
Arion's dolphin must have been different 
from those I have met with. I am writing- 
in great haste, for the boat is waiting to take 
our letters on board the other ship. Be sure, 
dear mother, that I think of you every hour 
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in the day, that I am trying to follow your 
advice in aU things, and that I shall never 
forget any of my kind friends in England. 
How I wish Molly conld see our caboose ! 
She would so laugh at the way in which 
cooking is done at sea. And how I wish I 
could take a peep at you all, and know what 
you are doing at this moment ! — ^But here 
comes the cabin-boy for the letters, and I can 
hear the coxswain swearing most awfully in 
the boat. So, with a thousand kisses, ever 
your affectionate son." 

The long-expected breeze sprang up at last, 
with cloudy skies and refreshing showers, 
and the Royal Caroline held on her way to 
the north-east, till she came in sight of the 
Point de Gralle. Nevil's heart beat high 
with ex:pectation, as he caught the first 
glimpse of the shores of Asia, and his ex- 
citement continued to increase when the 
island of Ceylon was left behind and the 
coast of Coromandel appeared in view. Here, 
then, was the Promised Land, towards which 
he had been jouirneying through those six 
months of ocean-pilgrimage, and here it was 
that he would have to encounter his good 
or evil fortune. 
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The weather had cleared, and the sun was 
once more blazing fiercely in the heavens^ 
when, after the ship had been sailing for 
some days along the coast, a loud shout from 
the mast-head annoimced that Fort St. 
George was visible in the distance. The 
passengers all crowded on deck, and in a 
short time they could see the white buildings 
in the town of Madras, and the English flag 
waving from the citadel. Having anchored 
in the roadstead, they were soon surrounded 
by boats of the country, paddled by half- 
naked natives, and so constructed as to live 
in the surf that breaks on that dangerous 
shore. Nevil embarked in one of these, and 
passing through roaring waves to the hot, 
wet sands, he set his foot for the first time 
on the soil of India. 
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CHAPTER 11. 



THE FACTORY. 



Madras was the chief settlement of the East 
India Company on the coast of Coromandel. 
A strip of land, extending some five miles 
along the seashore, had been granted by the 
Grreat Mogul to the merchant-adventurers, and 
here they had erected their fort and factory. 
The English resided in what was called the 
White Town, defended by walls and bastions, 
and forming the citadel of the place. To the 
north of this lay the Black Town, a much 
larger division, occupied by the principal 
native merchants. And beyond this, again, 
was a considerable suburb, inhabited by a 
promiscuous Indian population of all ranks 
and employments. 

In Fort St. George, or the White Town^ 
were the public buildings of the factory, a 
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Protestant and a Roman Catholic church, 
and a number of good houses, many of them 
with balconies, terraced roofs, Italian porti- 
coes, and rows of trees planted before their 
doors. Here were the dwellings of the 
Grovemor and his Council, the senior mer- 
chants and junior merchants, and the other 
leading members of the community. The 
young writers were lodged in a separate 
abode of their own ; and thither Nevil was 
conducted on his arrival, before being pre- 
sented to his official' superiors. 

The first thing that struck him, on the 
way to his quarters, was the number of 
picturesque forms he encountered, with the 
variety and richness of their costumes, and 
the strange diversity of races they appeared 
to indicate. All sorts of people were there, 
from the Mussulman of high rank to the 
Hindoo of the lowest caste, and all seemed 
to have some kind of dealings with the white- 
faced strangers who had settled in their 
coimtry. They did not, for the most part, 
live in the fort, with the exception of the 
servants of the factory, but came there in 
the daytime from motives of interest or 
curiosity; and they gave to the streets a 
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warmth and brightness of colour, sncli a» 
can only be found in the midst of oriental 
nations. 

Having delivered his credentials in due 
course, Nevil was introduced to some of his 
colleagues, and shown the nature of the 
duties he would have to perform in the oflfices 
and warehouses of the Company. A lodging 
was then assigned to him in Writers' Build- 
ings (as it was called), and he was left to 
rest after his voyage, and to make the ac-r 
quaintance of his fellow-clerks at his leisure. 

His first impression of these young men 
was by no means favourable. They were 
generally the sons of gentlemen ; but having 
left England at a very early age, only half 
educated, and being thrown very much on 
their own resources out of the hours of busi-* 
ness, they readily yielded to the temptations 
of an enervating climate, and often acquired 
low tastes and indolent habits. Drinking 
and gambling were among their chief vices, 
and as these could only be indulged in at 
a certain cost, and their pay was miserably 
small, they were constantly involved in debt, 
with all its wretched accompaniments. 
Under these circumstances, no wonder if 
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they were fast degenerating in manners and 
character, and losing much of the vigour 
and energy of the race from which they 
sprang. 

There were, indeed, some amongst them 
who had to a great extent resisted tempta- 
tion, and retained many of the good qualities 
of yoTing English manhood. With these 
Nevil was not slow in establishing pleasant 
relations, and his own fresh, unspoiled, genial 
nature soon began to exercise a healthful 
influence over them. But it was only a little 
later that he formed a more intimate friend- 
ship. 

In the public room where they usually met 
in the evening, to lounge about and amuse 
themselves after the heat and labours of the 
day, he had noticed one youth in particular, 
who might have been two or three years 
older than himself, and who kept somewhat 
apart from the rest, and was frequently en- 
gaged in reading. Nevil could not help 
watching this moody and silent figure, which, 
with strongly marked features, overhanging 
brow, and a determined but not unkindly 
expression of countenance, sat deep in 
thought, or bending over an open volume ; 
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and he often puzzled himself with guessing 
what coTild be the subject of those meditations 
and studies. 

^' Is that young man deaf and dumb ? " he 
once asked of one of his companions. 

" Oh, no ! " replied the other, with a laugh. 
^' He can talk well enough if he chooses. But 
none of us care to meddle with Robert Clive 
when he is in one of his sulky fitSt He is 
not a fellow to be trifled with." 

Nevil said no more, but continued from 
time to time to glance at the motionless 
form of the student. Presently card-playing 
began, and most of those present gathered in 
groups about the tables. Nevil, who never 
joined in this diversion, was left alone in a 
comer, and throwing himself back on a 
couch, wearied and oppressed with the sultri- 
ness of the air, was in his turn absorbed in 
a reverie. The scene before him gradually 
faded from his sight, and he was again in 
Warwickshire with his mother and his early 
friends, when he was suddenly addressed by 
some person close beside him. 

" You are thinking of home, Mr. Brooke ? " 
said a friendly voice. 

Nevil looked up with a start, and saw that 
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the silent reader had crossed over from the 
further side of the room, and had taken a seat 
near him. 

"It is true," he answered, when he had 
recovered from his first surprise. " But how 
could you possibly know it ? " 

" I am something of a wizard in finding 
out people's thoughts, you see. But allow 
me to introduce myself, Mr. Brooke. We have 
been surveying each other long enough from 
a distance, though each may have fancied 
himself unobserved. My name is Robert 
Clive, and I should like to make your ac- 
quaintance." 

" I shall be very glad to make yours," 
replied Nevil, with his usual courtesy. " But, 
though I confess I have been looking at you, 
I never suspected that you were aware of 
my existence. I believe, however, that we 
have some tastes in common. I am fond of 
books, and you seem to be quite a studious 
character." 

" You never were more mistaken in your 
life," said Clive, laughing. " I am one of the 
laziest fellows in the whole world. At school 
my masters could make nothing of me, and 
I was sent out here because I was a dunce 
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and a booby, and my friends thought I 
should never do any good in England." 

" Then I am sure they were wrong," said 
Nevil. " I can see it in your eyes." 

" Oh, you are a wizard, then, as well as 
myself! But I really was one of the idlest 
dogs alive. When I ought to have been 
learning my lessons, I was always playing 
(me wild prank or other, and the chief use 
I made of my books was to fling them at 
somebody's head." 

" But you read a great deal now ? " 

" Yes. I have made up my mind to try and 
recover lost time ; and when I make up my 
mind to anything, I generally do it. But 
don't let us talk any more about myself. I 
want to know what you think of this place, 
and the kind of life we lead here." 

" It is too early to judge ; but T take no 
great interest in the pursuits of our com- 
panions." 

" That is,' you have no taste for drinking, 
gambling, swearing, and making a beast 
of yourself. You might easily learn these 
accomplishments, but, believe me, you are 
better without them." 

" I have no taste for them, as you say; and 
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I have a mother at home who would break 
her heart if I were to go wrong." 

" Don't give that last reason to every one. 
Some of those lads would not understand it, 
and might turn it into ridicule. But I honour 
you for it, and I hope we shall be friends. I 
am much older than you are, and may be able 
to advise you in some things." 

*' There cannot be much difference between 
us. I am turned seventeen." 

"But I shall be twenty next September. 
And to think," said Clive, with a sudden 
burst of emotion which startled Nevil by its 
vehemence, "that I have done nothing yet 
— nothing ! I am wasting my youth in 
this hole, with no congenial occupation, no 
society that I care about, and scarcely any 
prospect beyond the same eternal round of 
buying and selling and keeping accounts. 
The thought of it sometimes drives me mjid ! " 

" I believe," answered Nevil, " that I have 
no more liking for trade than you have ; but 
I came here for a certain purpose, and it is 
my duty to carry it out. I suppose we are 
not meant to choose our own paths in life, 
and that we have only to make the best of 
our opportunities." 
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^' A philosopher, too, upon my word ! and 
tit the ripe age of seventeen. But you are 
right — perfectly right — and you must not 
mind my foolish outbreaks of impatience. 
Come with me to my room, where we can 
talk more quietly than in the infernal 
racket of those fellows at their gambling 
and betting. I have a strong feeling that 
we shall be friends." 

And from that evening a close intimacy 
grew up between Robert Clive and Nevil 
Brooke, and they spent much of their leisure 
time together. Nevil soon discovered in his 
new companion many traits of a fierce, hasty, 
and imperious disposition, but always tem- 
pered by candour and generosity, and the very 
diflferences in their characters seemed only 
to cement their friendship. Both had warm 
affections, and the memories of home and 
family, of childhood and school-days, formed 
constant subjects of conversation between 
them ; but they also had studies in common, 
and often borrowed books from the Grovernor's 
library to aid them in the pursuit of know- 
ledge. They remained on civil terms with 
most of their fellow-writers, and Nevil kept 
up an amicable intercourse with some of 
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them; but a youth named Edmund Maske- 
lyne, whom Clive had taken into his con- 
fidence, was the only third person admitted 
to perfect familiarity by the other two. 

In the early mornings, before the intense 
heat had rendered locomotion impossible, 
these three friends would sally forth into the 
country, to refresh their eyes with the sight 
of stately palms and all the luxuriant vegeta- 
tion of the tropics, and to wander through 
a cluster of groves and gardens, abounding 
with strange plants and with fruits unknown 
to Europe. Here many of the English had 
their pleasant villas, and here too were the 
mosques and pagodas of rival faiths ; and as 
Nevil gazed on the landscape before him (so 
different from all he had been accustomed to 
at home), he felt a strong curiosity to know 
more of the region in which his lot was cast 
for the present. He expressed this desire to 
Clive, and asked him if he had not the same 
wish. 

" What I want," answered Clive, " is to 
know more of the people. They are the 
puzzle to me, and their history is the most 
difficult and complicated that ever was heard 
of. Before you came I was trying to make 
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something out of it, but I fear I am not much 
the wiser. I have only learned that this 
whole country of India has been for ages the 
battle-field of hostile races ; that swarm after 
swarm has come down from the North to 
conquer and divide the land ; that those who 
have it now hold it, as their predecessors did, 
by the sword, and may lose it to-morrow by 
the same rule ; and that our grant from the 
(xreat Mogul will not secure our factory at 
Madras, unless we are prepared to defend 

it. 

" But surely," said Maskelyne, " the Great 
Mogul is lord and master of all these chiefs 
and princes ? " 

" He was so once," answered Clive ; " but 
he is like a father whose children have out- 
grown his authority, Edmund. The Ma- 
homedans conquered the Hindoos, and for 
some time their emperors at Delhi seem to 
have had it all their own way. But since 
the death of Aurungzebe, the power has been 
gradually passing, into other hands. The 
Viceroys defy the Mogul, and the Nabobs 
are independent of the Viceroys ; Afghans 
and Persians have ravaged and plundered 
the country, and the warlike Mahrattas are 
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sweeping whole provinces with their wild 
horsemen ; and we are at war with France, 
and may be attacked any day* And we 
think of nothing but how to get the best 
prices for our goods, and make profitable 
shipments to England. But a storm is 
brewing that may startle our friends in 
Leadenhall Street." 

"And what will happen then?" asked 
Nevil. 

f " Why, then," said Clive, with a sudden 
light in his eyes, "there may be somethings 
better to do than keeping ledgers and 
journals." 

The friends would often indulge in such 
talk before they began their office work* In 
the counting-house Clive performed his duties 
regularly and well, but Nevil was sometimes 
struck with the singularity of his behaviour. 
To his fellow-clerks he was reserved, though 
courteous ; to the native servants, frequently 
ill-used by the thoughtless, the ignorant, and 
the vulgar, he was particularly kind and 
gentle ; but his conduct to his superiors was 
full of haughtiness and independence. One 
day some mistake had been made in the office, 
and the secretary of the factory chose tO' 
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impute the blame to Clive. The latter, who 
believed himself treated with injustice, 
answered in such a tone as left the secre- 
tary no alternative but to report him to tho 
Governor. That gentleman spoke so sensibly 
of the impropriety of such proceedings, and 
the necessity of maintaining discipline, that 
when he desired him to apologize the 
youth complied with his command. But 
when the secretary not only accepted the 
apology, but finished by asking the offender 
to dinner, Clive at once refused the invita- 
tion. " No, sir," he said ; " the Governoi* 
ordered me to beg your pardon. He did not 
order me to dine with you ! " 

Shortly after this, Nevil became aware 
of another and more serious phase in the 
character of his friend. Clive would fall 
suddenly into fits of deep despondency, and 
spend whole days in gloomy silence, as if 
brooding over the weariness or hopeless- 
ness of his position. Nevil found him one 
morning seated in his room, with his face 
buried in his hands, and a pistol before him 
on the table. He roused himself at Nevil's 
entrance, and asked him to take the pistol 
and fire it out of the window ; and his friend. 
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though much astonished, acted in accordance 
with his request. 

" Well, I must be reserved for something ! " 
eaid Clive, springing up as the report rang 
in his ears. "I have twice snapped that 
pistol at my own head, and twice it has 
missed fire. Yet, you see, it was properly 
loaded." 

"How could you do anything so wicked 
— and so cowardly?" cried Nevil, who was 
much shocked at this unexpected intimation. 

" Cowardly ! " repeated Clive, as if stung 
by the reproach. 

"Yes, cowardly," said Nevil firmly; "for 
it is cowardly in the sentinel to desert his 
post. Grod has placed us here, my dear 
Robert, and given us our allotted task ; and 
it is not for us to determine whether we will 
do it or leave it. How can you tell what 
work He has yet in store ? " 

Clive did not answer for many minutes, 
but walked up and down the room lost in 
thought. Then he turned to his friend, and 
spoke with a changed expression of voice and 
countenance. 

" You are right, Nevil — as you always aie 
— and I am a wicked, impious, ungrateful 
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fellow. But I promise you this shall not 
happen again. I will keep my post until 
I am lawfully relieved. It is quite possible 
that I may yet have some work to do." 

When the fits of despondency passed away, 
Clive often seemed anxious to shake off the 
remembrance of his infirmity, and would mix 
more freely than usual in promiscuous society 
and join in the amusements of his companions. 
It was in this mood that he went one evening 
to the public room, where most of the writers 
were engaged in play with some officers and 
other visitors from the town. Nevil ac^ 
companied him, and stood for a while looking 
at the tables, but soon withdrew to a corner 
and occupied himself with a book. 

It happened that Lieutenant G-rimbold, 
whose insolence and bluster had already 
made him the terror of Madras, was playing 
and winning in his accustomed style, and 
challenging all comers to try their luck 
against him. Clive, who had scarcely seen 
him before, accepted his challenge, and sat 
down to cards with him. They played for 
some time, Grimbold always winning, and his 
adversary losing with imperturbable coolness ; 
when, as if struck by a sudden inspiration, 
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Olive started from his seat, and laid his hand 
forcibly on the cards. 

" Stop ! " he said ; " there has been cheating- 
here. If I am not much mistaken, yon will 
find two kings of the same colour in this 
pack ? " 

"What do you mean?" cried G-rimbold^ 
endeavouring to snatch the tell-tale cards 
away from him. 

But Olive held them with a grasp of iron. 
"What I can prove," he said, as he dealt 
them out one by one upon the table. " I 
saw you substitute a card, and here it is." 

" You lie, you scoundrel ! " cried G-rimbold^ 
purple with fury* " If there has been any 
cheating, it is you that have cheated. You 
have lost the game, and now you want to 
avoid paying the stake." 

Olive made no audible reply to these 
insults ; but he went straight up to Grimbold, 
and whispered something in his ear. Then 
he walked quietly out of the room. 

" Is there any one here that dares to call 
my honour in question?" roared the bully. 
There was a murmur among the company, 
but no one seemed disposed to take up the 
quarrel. "Well, then," he added, as he struck 



THE FACTORY. 13^ 

down his liat upon his head, " if any of you 
want me, you tnow wliere to find me, f 
suppose. Blood and thunder ! I'd like to see 
the man that dared to question my honour ! " 

So saying, he strode through the crowd 
(which fell back to let him pass), and slammed 
the door after him as he left the room. Dis- 
turbed in his reading by the noise, Nevil 
came forward to ask what was the matter, 
and as soon as he had heard a confused 
account of what had happened, he hastened 
to follow in search of Clive. In the corridor 
he met • Maskelyne, who was lightly tripping 
along, humming a merry tune. 

"It's no time for singing, Edmund," ho 
said. " Clive has had a deadly quarrel with 
that ruffian Grimbold, whom he found cheat- 
ing at cards, and there is sure to be bloodshed. 
We must try and find him instantly." 

" Tlj^t's bad news enough," answered 
Maskelyne, growing grave in a moment; 
" but they would hardly fight to-night, and 
certainly not without seconds." 

" I don't know," said Nevil. " Clive is so 
reckless of danger. Let us go and look for 
him in his room." 

But he was not there, nor in any other 
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part of the building ; and after a vain search 
within its walls, the two young men set out 
with anxious hearts to explore every likely 
place in the neighbourhood. There was a 
brilliant moon in the sky, flooding all the 
«ilent streets with light, but the few people 
they met could give them no information as 
to the person they were looking for. They 
had almost given up the search in despair, 
when they were startled by the report of a 
pistol, and at once flew with nimble feet in 
the direction of the. sound. 

When Clive left the scene of the quarrel, 
he had gone straight to his room, but only to 
fetch a pair of pistols which he always kept 
loaded. Thrusting them into his bosom, lie 
walked down into the street, and waited for 
his "antagonist. 

Grimbold was not long in following, and 
glared at him with an expression of violent 
rage and hatred. But Clive was perfectly 
•cool as he accosted the angry braggart. 

"You were pleased to use some foul lan- 
guage just now," he said, "and you also 
heard the opinion I entertain of you. Are 
you prepared to stand by your words, as I 
am by mine ? " 
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" I will make you eat your words before I 
have done with you ? " 

" That means, you are prepared to fight ? "" 

" Certainly ! And let me advise you to 
make your will — if you have anything to 
leave — and arrange all your affairs before 
to-morrow, for that day will be your last ! " 

" And why wait till to-morrow ? " said 
Clive. " Why not to-night ? " 

" Oh, if you wish it — by all means ! " re- 
plied Grimbold, a little staggered. "An hour 
or two hence, if you can get a second, and 
we can find a suitable place of meeting." 

"And why not now ? " said Clive, with a 
slight curl of the lip. " I am quite ready, 
and have no need of a second. If this is to 
be a life and death combat, as you propose, 
we had better have no one to interfere." 

" But you are without weapons ! " 

" There you are wrong again. I have a 
couple of pistols here, and you can choose 
which of them you like best." 

"But the time? the place? the mode of 
proceeding ? It is really all very irregular." 

"Why so? There is no time like the 
present ; no place can be more solitary than 
the ramparts at this hour of the night; no 
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mode can be simpler than for each of us to 
take a pistol, to stand twenty paces apart, 
and to advance and fire when we please." 

Grimbold looked at the young man in mute 
astonishment. He was himself a practised 
duellist, but he had never seen anything like 
this. He did not at all relish the desperate 
mode of combat proposed; but shame pre- 
vented his appearing to shrink before this 
audacious stripling, and he followed Clive in 
silence to the ramparts. 

When they had taken their places opposite 
each other, the two figures, standing motion- 
less in the moonlight, each with a pistol in 
his hand, formed as complete a contrast as 
oould well be imagined. The colour had fled 
from the bloated visage of the lieutenant, his 
eyes were bloodshot, and he stared wildly at 
his opponent; but the latter was perfectly 
calm, and seemed to be calculating his dis- 
tance, with a contemptuous smile upon his 
face. Suddenly he raised his weapon and 
fired. The shot had been well aimed at the 
pistol-arm of his adversary, but Grrimbold 
moved at the instant, and the ball only 
grazed his shoulder. The gambler knew that 
he had once more won the game ; the blood 
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returned to his cheek, and his countenance 
resumed its look of insolence and triumph. 
He advanced slowly towards Olive, covering 
him with his pistol as he drew near, and when 
he was quite close he pressed the muzzle 
to the forehead of the undaunted youth, 
who had not stirred an inch from the spot. 

" I have you now," he cried, " and you are 
entirely at my mercy. What will you give 
me to spare your life ? " 

"It is the fortune of war," said Clive, 
without blenching. " I acknowledge that 
you have the best of it, and that my life is in 
your power. "What more do you want ? " 

" You own yourself vanquished ? " 

" I own that you can kill me if you please, 
and that I have no means of resistance. If 
victory was all you wanted, you may be 
satisfied with your success." 

" That will not do, Mr. Robert Clive. You 
shall not ransom your life on such easy terms. 
You must retract your scandalous imputa- 
tions, confess that you have infamously 
slandered me, humbly beg my pardon, and 
pay me the money you have lost. Do so 
instantly, or I fire ! " 

" Fire and be damned ! " replied the youth. 
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*'I said you cheated, and I say so stilL I 
will never pay yon one farthing \ " 

The finger of the bnlly was on the trigger^ 
and for a few moments the fate of nations 
trembled in the balance. Had he fired that 
pistol, the history of India and of England 
might have been different. But the cool 
courage of his antagonist overawed and 
paralyzed him. He paused, hesitated, mut- 
tered an oath — and then the shining barrel 
was withdrawn, and his arm dropped to his 

side. 

" You must be stark mad," he said, " and 

I cannot kill a madman." 

Meanwhile, Nevil and Maskelyne had ar- 
rived at the scene of action, and saw and 
heard the last portion of this singular drama. 
They were afraid to interpose while the 
slightest movement might have cost the life 
of their friend, and the combatants were too 
much occupied to notice their approach. But 
when G-rimbold withdrew the pistol the two 
young men sprang eagerly forward. 

" Thank Grod, we are in time ! " exclaimed 
Nevil. 

"And I hope," added Maskelyne, " that 
the affair may be considered over." 
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" That depends altogether on Mr. G-rim- 
bold," said Clive. " He is entitled to his 
return shot." 

The lieutenant saw that there was but one 
course open to him. He handed the pistol to 
Maskelyne, muttered something about his 
having no vindictive feeling, and left the 
ground without speaking another word. He 
could thus claim the credit of sparing his 
enemy ; and when Clive was afterwards 
urged to lay the whole matter before the 
Grovernor, so as to expose Grrimbold's conduct 
at the card-table, he absolutely refused to 
do so. 

"He may be a rascal," he said, "but he 
gave me my life. I will never play with him 
again, nor pay him the money he has un- 
fairly won. But neither will I do him an 
injury." 

Clive kept his promise, and forbore, even 
in conversation, to bring any charge against 
Grimbold ; but the affair was talked over by 
others, and from that night the power of the 
bully was at an end. All men declined to 
play with him, and generally shunned his 
society; and in a short time he found it 
expedient to apply for an exchange to another 
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station, where he was less known, and might 
possibly be more trusted. 

The public opinion of the little community 
at Fort St. George approved Olive's resolute 
conduct in this transaction, and most of his 
companions were grateful to him for having 
delivered them from a bugbear ; but in 
private his friends remonstrated with him on 
his rashness. 

" Duelling is a bad thing at best," said 
Nevil, " and often seems to me like staking a 
valuable life against a worthless one. But 
this duel was most murderous in its design, 
and the only wonder is that it did not prove 
fatal. How could you expose yourself so 
foolishly, alone at night, with such a doubtful 
character, and on such a desperate venture ? " 

" Oh, as for that," answered Clive, " we 
were man to man, you know, and a little 
danger and excitement always put me into 
good spirits. I suppose I'm naturally fond 
of fighting, for at school I was called ' Fight- 
ing Bob,' and generally got a black eye or 
gave one every half-holiday. ' 'Tis my 
vocation, Hal,' as Falstaff says in the play, 
and 'tis no sin for a man to labour in his 
vocation." 
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"I expect you will be wanting to fight 
with me some of these days, Robert ? " 

"No, not with yon, Nevil. You are the 
new boy of the school, just come from home, 
as fresh and innocent as a daisy, and I am 
the big brother that must always take your 
part." 

" Then you don't think I could take my 
own ? " said Nevil. 

" Oh, you have plenty of courage, my 
little brother ; but you are almost too good 
and scrupulous for this loud, busy, blustering 
world. If you were a king, Nevil, you 
would govern your people wisely in peaceful 
times, and try to make them virtuous and 
happy ; but I should be the fellow to put 
down a rebellion, or to meet the enemy in the 
field." 

" And what should I do ? " asked Maske- 
lyhe. 

" You would eat, drink, and enjoy yourself, 
Edmund, just as you do now," answered 
Clive, laughing. His two friends had never 
before seen him in so merry a mood. It was 
evident, as he himself said, that danger and 
excitement had restored him to health and 
good humour. 
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About this time Nevil wrote, in one of his 
letters to his mother : — 

" I get on fairly well with all my com- 
panions, but my chief friends are Robert 
Clive, the son of a Shropshire gentleman, and 
Edmund Maskelyne, who comes from Purton, 
in Wiltshire. The latter is a light-hearted, 
pleasant fellow, with many estimable qualities ; 
but the former (though not of so even a 
temper) has much more in him, and will, I 
think, be some day heard of beyond our little 
circle at Madras. Meanwhile, our progress 
here is very slow, and you must not be dis- 
appointed, dear mother, if I am longer than 
I expected before I can reap any real advan- 
tage from my position. Our pay is so small 
that, far from being able to save anything 
out of it, I can only just manage to keep free 
from debt. Yet all our rich merchants began 
exactly in the same way, so that I do not 
despair of ultimate success. You must know 
that some of these gentlemen occasionally 
ask me to their houses, and you would be 
astonished at the splendour and luxury in 
which they live. But this oriental magnifi- 
cence has no temptation for me ; and, as far 
as my own tastes are concerned, I would 
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gladly exchange all the grandeur of the East 
for a cottage in England — all the curries of 
fish, flesh, and fowl for one of Molly's pud- 
dings — and all the fruits of India, from the 
date and the pomegranate to the mango and 
the banana, for a basketful of our own wood- 
land strawberries. Still, you must not suppose 
I am unhappy, or that I wish to abandon my 
task. I came here for a certain purpose, and, 
please Grod, I mean to carry it out. If ever 
I feel an attack of despondency or home-sick- 
ness, I have only to think of all you have 
done for me, dear mother, to go back to my 
work with redoubled energy, and to resolve 
that under every difficulty I will act as 
becomes your son," 
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CHAPTER III. 



THE CAPITULATION. 



The year 1746 opened at Madras witli bad 
news from Europe. It was known that the 
French were victorious in Flanders, and that 
Prince Charles Edward had landed in 
Scotland, As the months rolled on, all sorts 
of alarming reports reached the factory, and 
before long it was menaced with a danger 
much nearer at hand. Monsieur de Labour- 
donnais, the celebrated Grovemor of the Isle 
of France, and the ablest naval commander of 
his nation, was at sea with a considerable 
fleet, and bound for the coast of Coromandel. 

In the previous year an English squadron 
had arrived at Fort St. Greorge, and had 
made some demonstrations of attacking the 
neighbouring French settlement at Pondi- 
cherry. But the Nabob of Arcot interposed, 
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and declared that he would not allow the war 
to be carried on in any part of the Mogul's 
dominions. He persuaded the English to 
abandon their hostile intentions, and promised 
them in return to protect Madras from any- 
similar attempt on the part of the French. 

This Nabob of Arcot was the chief of the 
wealthy province of the Camatic, to which 
territory Madras belonged. He was himself 
a deputy of the Nizam or Viceroy of the 
Deccan, who in his turn was a delegate of 
the G^reat Mogul. That monarch still sat on 
the ancestral throne at Delhi, and was 
nominally the head of the mighty empire 
which the Mussulman conquerors of Hindo- 
stan had foimded two centuries before ; but 
the minor princes were generally independent 
of his authority, and acted for the most part^ 
as the real sovereigns of the country. When, 
therefore, the English heard that Fort St. 
George was likely to be attacked by a French 
fleet, they were less uneasy than they would 
otherwise have been, because they confided in 
the promised protection of the Nabob. Their 
own garrison consisted of some two hundred 
soldiers of inferior quality, such as Grimbold 
had recruited from the lowest classes in 
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London, and scarcely any of their officers had 
ever seen real service. But the Nabob was 
lord of a domain more extensive than some 
European kingdoms, had large bodies of 
troops at his command, and was accustomed 
to regard the settlers on the coast as com- 
munities only existing by his favour and 
sufferance. In reliance on his powerful 
support, the servants of the Company went on 
buying and selling as usual, and paid but 
little attention to the warnings of coming 
danger. 

" They are resting on a broken reed," said 
Clive one day to Nevil. " These native 
princes, whether Moslem or Hindoo, are not 
to be trusted. You will see, this Nabob will 
leave us in the lurch when the time comes." 

"But I thought the Mahomedans were 
very different from the Hindoos ? " 

"So they are, in many respects. The 
Hindoo is the weakest, the softest, the most 
effeminate of men ; but what he wants in 
strength and courage he makes up for in 
subtlety and cunning. The Mahomedan is 
braver and more formidable, but cruel and 
treacherous as the tiger he hunts in the 
jungle. And both regard us as strangers 



THE CAPITULATION. 153 

and intruders, with whom they have little in 
common ; and whether the French eat ns np, 
or we swallow the French, must be to them 
a matter of perfect indifference." 

"But what would you have our people do?" 

" Lose not a moment in making ready for 
defence." 

" But look what fellows our soldiers are ! " 

"They are Englishmen, and might be 
trained to anything. Besides, they ought to 
turn you, and me, and all of us into soldiers, 
and let us drill and organize the natives. 
However, it is only wasting one's breath in 
useless talk. What was the name of the 
woman that foretold the fall of Troy ? " 

" Cassandra." 

" Well, then, we had better not follow 
Cassandra's example, unless we wish to 
meet with a similar fate. King Priam was 
not so blind as Grovernor Morse and his 
Council." 

The English were indeed hardly aware of 
the peril in which they stood. Labour- 
donnais, who had determined to strike a blow 
at the centre of their Indian commerce, was a 
man of great talents and various resources. 
Starting in life as a young Breton sailor, 
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he had raised himself to eminence entirely 
by his own efforts ; and when the islands of 
Bourbon and Mauritius were committed to 
his charge, he governed them with consum- 
mate wisdom, and brought them from a state 
of poverty and stagnation, to one of prosperity 
and progress. Distinguished as an adminis- 
trator in peace, he was equally fitted to shine 
as a leader in war ; and when hostilities broke 
out between France and England, he at once 
prepared for an enterprise that would give 
the preponderance to the former in the Indian 
seas. With infinite pains, and after many 
disappointments, he collected and fitted out 
a fleet of nine ships, and assembled a force 
of some three thousand men; but so great 
had been the diflBculties and delays, that it 
was the month of July, 1746, before he ar- 
rived on the coast of Coromandel. A small 
English squadron was still there to oppose 
him, but being inferior in numbers, and their 
principal ship being very leaky, they were 
not able to offer any effectual resistance ; and 
after some indecisive fighting and manoeu- 
vring, which barely saved the honour of their 
flag, their conunander deemed it prudent to 
abandon the contest, and to set sail for 
Bengal. 
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When the news reached Madras, that the 
French had the mastery at sea, there was 
much consternation amongst the inhabitants 
of the White Town. But now was the time, 
they thought, to apply to the Nabob to 
redeein his promise. They neglected, how- 
ever, to accompany their application with 
such a tribute of money as the prince ex- 
pected, and in consequence he remained per- 
fectly neutral, and took ho steps to interfere 
with the projects of Labourdonnais. 

That brave captain, on his side, had many 
impedimei|ts to overcome. When he landed 
at Pondicherry, in the hope of obtaining 
supplies and assistance from his countrymen 
there, he met with nothing but opposition 
from the Grovernor of the settlement — a man 
as remarkable as himself, and destined to 
play a still more important part in the 
history of India. 

Joseph Fran9ois Dupleix had gained the 
confidence of the French East India Company, 
whose service he had entered at an early 
age, by prolonged labours and great achieve- 
ments. He had extended their commerce in 
Bengal, given life and vigour to their colony 
at Chandemagore, founded their new establish- 
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ment at Patna, and opened everywhere fresli 
channels for their industry and enterprise. 
It was to him they chiefly owed, that they 
were ably to compete successfully with rival 
nations. And when he was appointed to the 
government of Pondicherry, and saw that 
war was imminent, he devoted himself 
earnestly to improve the fortifications of the 
place, to bring it into a satisfactory state of 
defence, and to provide against all con- 
tingencies. 

Yet this eminent man, equal to Labour- 
donnais in ability, was by far inferior to him 
in moral qualities. Yanity and selfish ambi- 
tion appear to have been the most prominent 
features of his character, and nothing but a 
mean jealousy can explain his conduct to the 
gallant sailor, whom he received with studied 
coldness, and whose designs he endeavoured 
to thwart by all the means in his power. It 
was only after a long struggle, that Labour- 
donnais succeeded in obtaining a portion of 
the supplies he required, and again put out 
to sea, to strike his premeditated blow at Fort 
St. George. 

" Have you heard the news ? " said Clive 
one evening, as he met his friends returning 
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from a garden in the suburbs, where they 
had been to enjoy the cool breeze which 
tempers at sunset the heat of that sultry 
clime. "The French have anchored four 
leagues to the south, and are landing troops 
and artillery. They are reported to have 
heavy guns, and three or four thousand men, 
and of course we are totally unprepared to 
meet them. Now we shall see what a panic 
is. The people that were most indifferent are 
sure to be the most frightened." 

" But can nothing be done ? " asked Nevil. 

"I fancy that something might be done 
yet," answered Clive, " if we had but a leader 
with a head on his shoulders. Hark ! they 
are beating the alarm. I fear they will not 
beat much sense out of the sheep-skin of their 
drums." 

"You have a poor opinion of our chiefs, 
Robert," said Maskelyne. " Why don't you 
offer to give them your advice and assist- 

" What, I ? a quill-driver in their own 
office, a clerk with a pen behind my ear ! 
They would sooner think of listening to one 
of the drummer-boys. But come to the ram- 
parts, and let us ^ee what is going on." 
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When they reached the fortifications, they 
found that all was hurry and confusion. 
Soldiers and civilians were rushing wildly 
about, and officers issuing contradictory 
orders. Clive and his friends at once volun- 
teered their services, but there seemed to be 
no one at hand to direct them what they were 
to do. They could only help, as occasion 
offered, in dragging up cannon or carrying 
ammunition to the batteries. 

"It is just as I told you," said Clive. 
" There is no command, no discipline, no 
regular plan of actiqn. This wall, with its 
four bastions, would form but a weak defence 
at best against a siege. With this kind of 
management, it will hardly resist a first 
assault." 

"How came you to know anything about 
sieges, Clive ? " asked Nevil. 

" Oh ! it comes by nature, like Maskelyne's 
humming of tunes. But the fact is, I have 
been studying the subject of late, and am 
quite an adept in fortification. I actually 
know the difference between the scarp and 
the counter-scarp, the parapet and the 
glacis ! " 

" Just as I used to think I had made great 
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progress in mathematics," said Maskelyne, 
" when I learned the definitions of an isosceles 
and a scalene triangle." 

"Exactly so, my dear Edmund. But, 
whatever may be the value of the names, I 
have a notion that I could make better use 
of the things than some of these gentlemen. 
At least, I should like to try." 

There was but little sleep in Fort St. 
George that night, and the next morning 
the French advanced across the plain, and 
began to erect batteries to the south and west 
of the town. Soon after, an officer came in 
with a flag of truce, and Nevil was sent for 
by the Grovemor. 

" You speak French better than any of us 
here, Mr. Brooke," he said, "and we shall 
want you to act as our interpreter. Please 
to ask this gentleman the purport of his 
message." 

It was brief and easy to be understood. 
Monsieur de Labourdonnais sent his compli- 
ments to the G-overnor of Madras, and de- 
manded, in the name of the King of France, 
that the Fort and Factory, with all the stores 
and munitions of war, and all goods and 
merchandise belonging to the East India 
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Company, should at once be delivered up. 
If these terms were complied with, Monsieur 
de Labourdonnais would have pleasure in 
protecting the persons and private property 
of the inhabitants. If not, he must have 
recourse to military measures. 

To this Nevil was instructed to reply, that 
the Governor of Madras sent his compliments 
to Monsieur de Labourdonnais, and was much 
surprised at so unexpected a demand, it 
having been, clearly understood that the 
neutrality of the French and English settle- 
ments on shore was guaranteed by the Nabob 
of the Carnatic. That to attack Fort St. 
George was really to make war on that 
prince, and on the Great Mogul, his sove- 
reign. And that, in any case, the demand 
was wholly inadmissible, and left the Gover- 
nor no alternative but to resist with all the 
force at his command. 

The French officer bowed low to Messieurs 
les Anglais^ and hoped he should soon have 
the pleasure of making their more intimate 
acquaintance. Then he returned to* the 
camp, the white tents of which were visible 
from the walls of the town, and the pre- 
parations for a bombardment went on without 
interruption. 
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" I can count nine mortars in one battery, 
and five in the other," said Clive to Nevil, a 
few mornings after, when the French works 
were at length unmasked. " Take the tele- 
scope, and judge for yourself. We shall have 
hot quarters presently." 

Whilst he was yet speaking, a puff of white 
smoke rose from the plain, and a shell came 
.whizzing through the air, and burst within 
a few yards of where they stood. Most of 
those present fell back in confusion, but Clive 
retained his place and his composure. 

" Unless we run away altogether," he said, 
" I don't see much use in dodging. I hope 
we are not going to leave them without an 
answer." 

A cannon-shot from the Fort replied to the 
enemy's salutation, but it was badly aimed, 
and fell short of the camp. Then the bom- 
bardment began in earnest, and a tempest of 
shot and shell poured into the White' Town. 
At the same time, three of the French ships 
drew as near as the shoal-water would permit, 
and cannonaded the fortress from the sea. 
The garrison returned the fire as well as they 
were able, but being utterly unskilled and 
new to their work, they discharged their 
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grins at random, and did scarcely any execu- 
tion. All day long, and all night, and the 
whole of a second day and night, the bom- 
bardment continued, not causing much loss 
of life, but destroying some houses and other 
buildings ; and at length, on the third morn- 
ing, the G-overnor resolved to send deputies to 
the camp. Two of the Council were selected 
for this purpose, and Nevil was ordered to 
accompany them. 

" I don't ^envy you your mission," said 
Clive to him, before they parted. " It i^ a 
shameful thing to talk of treating as yet. 
We have scarcely lost half a dozen men, and 
the wall is not materially injured. We might 
hold out for a long time." 

" But, you see, I must do as I am told, 
Robert." 

" I am not blaming you, my dear boy. If 
you and I were alone here together, I think 
we should bury ourselves in the ruins before 
we submitted to this disgrace. Of course, 
you must obey orders, and do your best to 
serve our employers. But if only we coijld 
gain time! The northern monsoon may be 
upon us any day, and then the French fleet 
would have to cut and run ! " 
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The white flag was hoisted, the firing 
ceased, and the deputies proceeded to the 
camp. They were at once conducted to the 
presence of Labourdonnais, whom they found 
standing in the midst of a group of naval 
and military officers, with a roll of paper in 
his hand. 

He was a lithe, vigorous, well-built man, 
rather below the middle height, with keen 
black eyes, and a face of remarkable intelli- 
gence. He received his visitors with the pro- 
verbial politeness of Old France, and waited 
patiently for them to explain what they had 
to propose. 

The deputies, chiefly conversant with com- 
mercial affairs, and having no experience in 
diplomacy, were embarrassed both by the 
nature of their mission, and their imperfect 
knowledge of the French language. Nevil 
was therefore at once put forward as their 
spokesman ; and having more quickness and 
presence of mind than they had, although 
he showed a becoming diffidence at the com- 
mencement, he soon found it necessary to 
act on his own judgment and to take the 
lead in the negotiation. 

He began by appealing to the well-known 
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humanity of Monsieur de Labourdonnais, not 
to drive matters to extremity, if it were pos- 
sible to arrive at any amicable arrangement. 
He acknowledged that the bombardment had 
done some damage to the town, but not 
sufficient to render it xmtenable, and that 
the G-ovemor was anxious to come to terms, 
although he was far from having exhausted 
his means of defence. Still, under the cir- 
cumstances, he was willing to make great 
concessions ; and if the French would accept^ 
a sum of money by way of ransom, and con- 
sent to withdraw on payment of the same, 
the Grovemor would feel justified in agreeing 
to satisfy them on that head, and in granting 
such other conditions as might be consistent 
with honour. 

To this Labourdonnais replied, that in the 
present aspect of affairs it was for the French 
to dictate terms, and that he could not ac- 
cede to any conditions but those already pro- 
posed. He must insist on the surrender of 
the town and fortress, with all their .contents. 
He could only promise protection to the lives 
and property of the inhabitants. 

" Look ! " he said, unrolling the paper in 
his hand. " I have here an accurate plan 
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of Madras and its defences. I know exactly 
the numbers of your garrison, and what guns 
you have in position. A successful resistance 
is impossible, and to attempt it can only end 
in your destruction." 

" I need hardly remind Monsieur de La- 
bourdonnais," said Nevil, firmly, " that there 
are cases in which brave men prefer death 
to dishonour. But we do not think our 
situation so desperate. Our wall is yet en- 
tire, and our guns have not been silenced. 
Besides, the Nabob of Arcot has guaranteed 
our neutrality, and may any day appear with 
an army to enforce his commands." 

" You will find that the Nabob will not 
interfere," answered Labourdonnais ; " and 
you may take my word for it — the word of 
a French officer — that the disparity of force 
is sufficient to justify your surrendering, and 
to free you from all suspicion of dishonour. 
If you have nothing else to urge, it is useless 
to prolong the conference." 

" May I venture to suggest," said Nevil, 
" that the northern monsoon is at hand ? It 
might expose the French ships to great 
danger, if it overtook them on this coast." 

" I am much obliged for the warning," 
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replied Labourdonnais, smiling, " though 
somewhat superfluous to an old sailor. But 
you remind me that we are losing valuable 
time. Either accept my terms at once, or 
return and inform the Grovemor that I shall 
forthwith prosecute the siege with redoubled 
vigour, and that if an assault becomes neces- 
sary, I cannot answer for the consequences." 

"Allow me to make one more observation," 
said Nevil. " I think we are entitled to 
some forbearance on the part of Monsieur de 
Labourdonnais and his countrymen. When 
our fleet was here, and not a French ship in 
these seas, we might have attacked Pondi- 
cherry with advantage. But we did not 
do so, trusting to the promised neutrality, 
and believing that harmless merchants would 
be allowed to carry on. their trade on both 
sides, without being affected by the war 
that was raging in other parts. If it was an 
error, it was at least a kindly one ; and we 
shall, at all events, have the consolation 
of knowing, that we were not the first to 
light the fires of discord between Christian 
and civilized nations in the midst of the vast 
heathen population which inhabits these 
countries." 
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"You have pleaded your cause as well 
as possible, young sir," said Labourdonnais, 
" and you speak French admirably. But I 
have a duty to perform to my government, 
and I cannot listen to these arguments. I 
must have Fort St. G-eorge, with all its stores 
and merchandise. But one thing I will 
promise. When I have planted the French 
flag on those walls, and taken posession of 
the Company's property as lawful prize of 
war, it is not my intention either to destroy 
or to retain the place. I will restore it on 
payment of a moderate ransom." 

" Have we your assurance to that effect ? " 

" Certainly. You have my word of honour. 
But now let me beg you to return to the 
town, and to inform me immediately if the 
Grovernor agrees to my terms. Within half 
an hour of your departure the bombardment 
will recommence." 

He bowed courteously to the deputies, but 
offered his hand to Nevil, and when they had 
left he turned to his officers and remarked : 
''England is fortunate if she has many young 
men Uke that in her service." 

The G-overnor and . Council of Fort St. 
George were not heroes, but they had the 
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ordinary feelings of Englishmen, and were 
very unwilling to accept the terms proposed. 
They hesitated on the return of the deputies 
to send any answer to the French com- 
mander, and the bombardment recommenced 
as threatened, and continued through all that 
day and the following night. The roar of 
the heavy ordnance, the bursting of shells, 
and the crash of falling roofs and timbers 
kept all ears attentive to what was going on, 
and most of the little garrison showed signs 
of anxiety and restlessness ; but Nevil thought 
he had never seen Clive so calm as during 
this time of excitement. 

" I don't know how it is," said the latter, 
when questioned on the subject, " but the 
sound of cannon seems to steady my nerves. 
I suppose we all have a t^ste for some kind 
of music, and I prefer this to Edmund's 
ballads." 

" Don't trouble yourself about my ballads," 
returned Maskelyne. " I'm not in a singing 
mood just now." 

" But you will be, my boy, as soon as the 
cannon gives you a chance. Your pretty 
little pipe would be lost in this grand organ 
accompaniment. I only hope we shall not be 
foolish enough to stop it." 
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In this, however, he was disappointed. 
When the morning came the G-overnor 
decided that it would be useless to hold out 
any longer, and Nevil was once more de- 
spatched with the deputies to the camp to 
settle the final terms of capitulation. They 
found Labourdonnais as courteous and as firm 
as ever, and they had no alternative but to 
yield to his demands. Madras was to be 
surrendered with all it contained, and the 
English were to be prisoners of war on 
parole ; but they received from him a solemn 
engagement that private property should be 
respected, and that, on payment of a moderate 
ransom, both inhabitants and garrison should 
be set at liberty, and the place restored to its 
former owners. 

When the articles had been signed, Labour- 
donnais proceeded at once to the formal occu- 
pancy of his conquest. He advanced at the 
head of a large body of troops, with flags 
flying and drums beating, and was met at 
the gate of the fortress by the English 
Grovemor, who handed to him the keys. The 
Frenchman accepted them with grace and 
dignity, but refused to take the sword which 
was at the same time offered to him. 
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" I cannot deprive you of a weapon, 
sir," he said, " which your countrymen have 
always wielded with honour and courage. 
Gruns and ammunition are lawful prize ; but 
I must beg you and your officers to retain 
their side-arms." 

Thus sweetening as best he could the 
bitterness of the moment to his vanquished 
enemies, the gallant victor entered the cap- 
tured citadel. The English colours were 
lowered, and the French flag rose in their 
stead ; the sentinels on duty were relieved, 
and every post was occupied by foreign 
soldiers. Arms were collected and stowed 
away, and quiet possession taken of all 
public stores, magazines, and warehouses. 
But so excellent were the arrangements of 
Labourdonnais, that none of the inhabitants 
were molested, and no private house was 
subject to intrusion. His eye seemed to be 
everywhere, and not a Frenchman moved 
but in obedience to his orders. It was the 
triumph of intelligent leadership and estab- 
lished discipline. 

" If we had only had such a man as that to 
command us," said CHve to Nevil, "we should 
have beaten them in spite of odds. It is the 
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clear head and the stout heart that win in 
the long run — not the mere force of numbers. 
How I wish he were on our side ! We would 
follow him into the very jaws of death ! " 
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CHAPTER IV. 



THE BROKEN TREATY. 



On the day that Madras capitulated to Labour- 
donnais, a messenger, riding on a camel, 
arrived at Pondicherry, and delivered to 
Monsieur Dupleix a letter from the Nabob of 
Axcot. That prince affected great surprise 
that the French should have had the pre- 
sumption to commence war on the mainland 
without his permission, and desired them at 
once to desist from the siege of Fort St. 
George. But Dupleix, who knew the sort of 
person with whom he had to deal, replied 
that the town, if taken, should be held at the 
Nabob's disposal, and hinted that the trans- 
action might turn out greatly to his profit. 
By this the wily Frenchman only intended to 
gain time, for he had already resolved to act 
as he pleased with regard to the anticipated 



THE BROKEN TREATY. 173 

capture, regardless alike of his promises to 
the Nabob, and of the engagements of 
Labonrdonnais. 

When therefore the latter informed him of 
the terms of the capitulation, Dupleix at once 
protested that it would be most unwise to 
restore Madras to the English. Rather than 
do so, it would be better to raze it to *the 
ground. But there was no reason why it 
should not be added to the possessions of 
France in that part of the world, as it would 
be easy to come to some arrangement with 
the Nabob, by gratifying his pride or his 
avarice. To this Labourdonnais replied, that 
his instructions from home had forbidden 
him to make conquests in India, and only 
authorized him to inflict such damage on the 
English, as might cripple their resources and 
render them powerless in any contest with 
the French. But, be that as it might, he had 
already signed a treaty by which he was 
bound, and he would not consent to violate 
or evade any of its conditions. 

Then Dupleix used every art to delay the 
execution of the contract. While Labour- 
donnais was hastening to load his ships with 
what he considered the legitimate spoils of 
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war, that he might sail before the northern 
monsoon set in, and deliver up the place to 
the English on payment of the promised 
ransom, Dupleix employed secret agents to 
obstruct him in all his efforts, and even tried 
to excite a mutiny amongst his troops* But 
Labourdonnais was not to be conquered by 
such intrigues, and his courage and persever- 
ance would have foiled the designs of his 
rival, if it had not been for a sudden change 
in the weather. The monsoon came, and 
with it a fearful tempest. His ships were 
driven out to sea, two of them were lost, and 
others seriously damaged. It was impossible 
to remain on the coast ; and while he repaired 
with his shattered fleet to Acheen or some 
other port to refit, he would have to leave 
Madras at the mercy of Dupleix. 

Before he departed, he took whatever 
measures he could to secure the fulfilment of 
the treaty. It was agreed on the one hand, 
that the French should continue in possession 
of the town for three months longer, in order 
to afford time for the removal of the rest of 
the captured stores ; but it was covenanted 
on the other, that they should then evacuate 
the placQ without fail, the English under- 
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taking to pay them a ransom of £440,000, 
partly in cash, by instalments, and partly in 
bills on the East India Company in London. 

When it became known that Labour- 
donnais was about to leave Madras, and 
to resign the custody of the fortress to a 
commissioner from Pondicherry, there was 
a general feeling of sorrow and disappoint- 
ment amongst the English inhabitants. He 
had endeared himself to them by his amiable 
and courteous manners, and they had full 
reliance . on the integrity of his character. 
He took a friendly farewell of the Governor 
and Council, not forgetting a few kind words 
to Nevil, whom he always called the young 
diplomatist^ and then proceeded to give a last 
charge to the commissioner that was to re- 
place him. 

" You will be in a very responsible position, 
sir," he said, " and I trust you will carry out 
the engagemients that have been made to the 
letter. You have here in writing full 
particulars of the line of conduct to be 
pursued, and you will please represent to 
Monsieur Dupleix that any departure from 
it would involve a breach of faith. I leave 
you with ample forces at your command, 
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SO as to secure you against any possible 
hazard. But I have also to commit to your 
care something far more important than arms, 
or military stores, or even the lives of our 
soldiers." 

" And what is that, sir ? " asked the 
commissioner. 

"The honour of France," replied Labour- 
donnais. 

It is not within the compass of this 
narrative to follow the brave commander 
through the rest of his career, or to dwell on 
the mode in which his great services were 
repaid by his country. Suffice it to say, that 
when, after many dangers, he reached his 
own island of Mauritius with the remnant of 
his fleet, he found that his enemies (incited 
by Dupleix) had already been busy with his 
fame, and that it was necessary for him to 
return to Europe to defend himself against 
unjust accusations. How, instead of being 
received at home with respect and gratitude, 
he met with nothing but calumny and perse- 
cution — how he lingered for three years a 
prisoner in the Bastile, and only lived long 
enough to refute the charges brought against 
him, and to obtain a tardy and reluctant 
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acquittal — is a story which must always be 
read with indignant sorrow, and which has 
left an indelible stain on the memory of Louis 
XV. and his ministers. 

Meanwhile, strange events were passing in 
India. When the. Nabob of Arcot discovered 
that he had been duped by the promises of 
Dupleix, and that the latter had no intention 
of handing over Madras to his keeping, he 
was naturally much incensed, and resolved to 
avenge the affront by taking forcible posses- 
sion of the prize. He despatched a large 
body of troops under the command of his 
son, and never doubted for a moment that 
they would capture Fort St. George without 
difficulty. But Labourdonnais had left a 
considerable force behind him, and Dupleix, 
though deficient himself in military qualities, 
had brave men at his disposal. He sent a 
detachment from Pondicherry, imder a Swiss 
officer named Paradis, to the relief of Madras. 
The Moors (as they were then called by the 
Europeans) were repulsed and defeated ; their 
general, with the great standard of the 
Camatic borne on his elephant,- fled in' 
dismay ; and the French had the glory of 
achieving the first decisive success in war 
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over a native army of vastly superior num- 
bers. 

As soon as Dupleix was freed from this 
pressing danger, he determined to complete 
his designs with regard to Madras. He 
appointed Paradis to the chief command at 
Fort St. George, and contrived, through his 
emissaries, that the French inhabitants of 
Pondicherry should meet and address him 
in the sense he wished. They were instructed 
to represent, that the terms granted by 
Labourdonnais were injurious to French 
interests, and that it was absolutely necessary 
to annul the treaty of ransom. Affecting to 
yield to their remonstrances, he issued his 
orders to Paradis, and proceeded to the 
execution of his plans without hesitation or 
remorse. 

Their trade being suspended, and their 
intercourse with the outer world cut off, the 
English youths at the factory were left in 
a state of wearisome suspense, and found the 
time hang somewhat heavily on their hands. 
Clive had fallen into one of his gloomy 
moods, from which Nevil vainly tried to 
rouse him by pleasant imaginations, and 
Maskelyne by cheerful sallies. They could 
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get little from him but expressions of de- 
spondency. 

" It was bad enough before," he said, " the 
dull, stupid life of the counting-house. But 
to be helpless prisoners, confined within the 
walls of a fortress, when there is real action 
going on outside, is a great deal worse. I 
feel as if I should be suffocated in this 
den." 

"It is only for a short time," returned 
Nevil. "The French will evacuate the 
town, and we shall be again at Uberty. Be- 
sides, our imprisonment is merely nominal." 

" I would soon put an end to it," said Clive^ 
"if it were not for that confounded parole. 
A few gates and sentinels would not keep me 
in. When I was a boy, I once climbed to 
the top of the steeple at Market Drayton, and 
I doubt if our fortifications are half as diffi- 
cult to surmount." 

"You had better wait quietly to be re- 
leased under the treaty," answered Nevil. " I 
will read you one of Shakspeare's plays if 
you like, or Edmund will sing us all the 
songs in the ' Beggar's Opera.' " 

While they were thus talking, they were 
startled by the sound of drums and trumpets^ 
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and were informed that the English were 
summoned to meet on the parade. When 
they arrived there, they were astonished to 
see the French troops drawn up under arms, 
with Monsieur Paradis at their head. A long 
roll of the drums enjoined attention, and then 
the Swiss officer stepped forward, to publish 
a manifesto from the Grovemor of Pondi- 
cherry. 

It stated that Monsieur Dupleix, having 
the supreme conunand of the French settle- 
ments in India, and acting by the advice of 
his Council, and at the special request of the 
French colonists, had seen fit to disallow the 
treaty concluded by Monsieur de Labonr- 
donnais without his authority. He repudiated 
the agreement as to ransom, and could not 
recognize the distinction between public and 
private property. The English were required 
to deliver up their keys to his officers, 
and to surrender all their effects, including 
even their plate, provisions, stores, and 
horses. They were permitted to dispose of 
their clothes, the furniture in their houses, 
and the jewels of their women ; but they 
must leave Madras within four days, or take 
the oath of allegiance to the Bang of France ; 
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and they must give their parole not to act 
in any way against the French nation, or be 
sent as close prisoners to Pondicherry. 

The reading of this outrageous document 
was followed by a flourish of trumpets, and a 
cry of Vive le Roi I The English, who saw 
in it the destruction of all their hopes and 
the utter ruin of their fortunes, stared at 
each other in blank dismay, or looked around 
in search of any possible means of escape. It 
was only too apparent, that they were entirely 
powerless in the hands of their enemies. The 
Governor tried to offer a few words of remon- 
strance, but he was at once silenced, and the 
French troops were directed to disperse the 
assembly. Then, without loss of time, Para- 
dis proceeded to put his orders into execution 
with the utmost rigour. The town was ran- 
sacked for every vestige of property, and the 
English were plundered of the fruits of years 
of industry and enterprise. It was the harsh 
and cruel consummation of a scheme of in- 
famous perfidy. 

"There's an end of the parole, at all 
events," said CHve, as he walked back with 
his friends to their quarters. 

" We shall have to renew it immediately," 
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said Nevil. But Clive only whistled, and 
seemed to be smiling to himself. 

"I declare," exclaimed Maskelyne, "that 
our misfortunes have put you into good 
spirits, Robert." 

"When things are at the worst they are 
likely to mend, you know," answered Clive. 
" We have four days, have we not, to decide 
on taking the oath to the French king ? " 

" But that we shall never do ! " cried 
Maskelyne. 

" I don't know. I've not quite settled it in 
my own mind. We should make three such 
famous courtiers at Versailles, and it's such 
a high distinction to serve the Grand Mon- 
arque. Nevil passes for a Frenchman already, 
and you can dance the Menuet de la Cour, 
Edmund. I suppose, with a little practice, we 
could learn the lying and cheating." 

" I should be sorry to think that all French- 
men were like this Dupleix," said Nevil. " I 
have a dear friend of that nation, who is the 
soul of honour, and you yourself used to 
swear by Labourdonnais, Robert." 

" Yes, he was a great deal too good for his 
countrymen. They have had the advantage 
of us this time, as rogues may get the better 
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of honest men by surprise and treachery. But 
I mean to pay them off yet, as sure as my 
name is Robert Olive." 

The two friends were inclined to laugh at 
this magnanimous resolution. They could 
not possibly guess, that their young com- 
panion was destined to keep his word. 

In the course of the day, Nevil was sent 
for, by Mr. Morse, the English Governor. 
He was wanted to act as interpreter between 
the Council and Monsieur Paradis. Orders 
had arrived from Dupleix, that the heads of 
the Factory should at once be transferred to 
Pondicherry as prisoners. It was in vain to 
remonstrate, or even to ask for delay. All 
arguments were wasted on the obduracy of 
the Swiss captain, who repeated, in answer to 
whatever was urged on the other side, that 
he had his instructions, and that he intended 
to carry them out. The only concession he 
would make was to defer the departure of the 
prisoners till the next morning. 

Some hours were consumed in fruitless 
attempts at negotiation, alid it was late in 
the evening when the English gave up their 
efforts in despair, and felt that there was 
nothing left for them but to prepare, as 
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well as the circumstances allowed, for their 
journey. 

" We shall require you to accompany us, 
Mr. Brooke," said the Governor. " Your 
assistance is absolutely necessary to us in 
dealing with these people. I hope, in happier 
times, we may be able to requite your valu- 
able services." 

" I trust, sir," replied Nevil, " that I shall 
always be ready to do my duty, without 
seeking for a reward." 

"Then we may count upon your going 
with us ? " 

" Certainly, sir. I am as much under your 
orders as ever. I should hardly take ad- 
vantage of this calamity to dispute your 
authority." 

The Governor looked approvingly at the 
frank young face before him, but sighed as 
he responded — 

" My authority is imfortunately of small 
avail just now. However, I shall be glad if 
you will get ready to join us. There is not 
much time to lose." 

• When Nevil left the Governor, and was 
hastening back to Writers' Buildings, it 
was already night, with the glimmer of a 



\ 
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crescent moon in the sky. As he turned 
the corner of a street, he encountered two 
figures in the robes and turbans of Mahome- 
dans, one of whom touched him on the arm 
in passing, and signed to him to follow. 
He paused for a moment uncertain, but the 
sign was repeated, and the young English- 
man followed the strangers into the shadow 
of a doorway. 

"Don't you know us, Nevil?" said a 
familiar voice. 

" What ! Clive and Maskelyne ! " 

" Hush ! we are Ali and Abdallah, or some 
such names. We are off to Fort St. David 
before the morning." 

" To Fort St. David ! why, that lies to the 
south of Pondicherry. How are you to get 
through the French lines ? " 

" I have arranged it all, this afternoon, 
while you were with the Governor. We 
have horses waiting for us on the plain. 
Above all, we have weapons, and no French- 
man shall take us alive. I could not get at 
you before ; but even now, if you will share 
our fortunes, I will manage somehow to find 
a place for you in our flight." 

" I should like to try it, Eobert ; but I am 
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pledged to the Grovernor to go with him to 
Pondicherry." 

"Why, then we have only time for one 
brief farewell. Grod bless yon, my dear boy ! 
If I live, yon will hear of me. If not, as 
yonr favourite Shakspeare says, *This part- 
ing was well made.' " 

" And Grod bless yon, Clive ! and you too, 
Edmund ! We have had many happy days 
together. I shall never forget them." 

" And if we reach Fort St. David in 
safety, can we do anything for you, Nevil ? " 

" Oh, yes ! One thing especially. I may 
be shut out from all communication with 
England. Will you write to my mother by 
the first opportunity you find, to let her know 
that you left me alive and well ? " 

"That I will, most certainly. And now 
we must really be going. Stop here till we 
are out of sight, and then walk quietly back 
to the Buildings. Don't let those Frenchmen 
see anything unusual in your manner. I 
hope we shall be out of their clutches before 



sunrise." 



A warm pressure of the hand, first of one 
friend, then of the other, and Nevil was left 
alone in the silent street. As the last sound 
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of their retreating footsteps died away, such 
a sense of desolation swept over him as he 
had never felt before. A prisoner in a strange 
land, cut oflf from all tidings of home, his 
prospects ruined, his hopes blighted, and now 
compelled to part with his only friends, no 
wonder if his heart sank within him. But 
although he may have wanted CJive's ad- 
venturous spirit, which seemed always to 
rise higher with dangers and difficulties, he 
had the calm, noble courage, which depends 
on faith, conscience, and steadfast will. These 
and the pride of honour came to his aid, as 
he returned to his quarters with a firm, 
unfaltering step, and talked to the French 
soldiers on duty as though nothing extra- 
ordinary had happened. 
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BOOK IV.—PONDICHERRY. 
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CHAPTER I. 



THE TRIUMPH. 



The next morning, a numerous cavalcade set 
out from Madras. This was the Grovemor 
and his Council, with their families and 
attendants, under an escort of four hundred 
French troops. Most of them travelled on 
horseback, but the ladies and children were 
carried in palanquins. Nevil accompanied 
them as the G-overnor's private secretary and 
interpreter. 

When they reached the plain, he looked 
anxiously round him, to see if he could dis- 
cover any trace of his friends. No sign of 
them, however, was visible, and he heard 
nothing of them through that day's journey ; 
but when the caravan halted for the night, 
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an Indian, who came to the camp with 
melons and other fruit, contrived to sKp a 
scrap of paper into his hand. 

On it he read — "We got safely off, and 
shall be far away before yon receive this. 
Keep up your spirits, and be sure we shall 
meet again. — R. C." 

Cheered by these words, Nevil sought for 
more information from the fruit-seller; but 
the Hindoo avoided him, and soon took his 
departure. The youth felt grateful, however, 
that his friends were so far safe, and he slept 
soundly under the canvas that night, undis- 
turbed by the heavy tread of the sentinels 
who watched that no captive should escape. 

Nothing remarkable occurred during the 
rest of the journey to Pondicherry, and when 
they arrived within a mile of that place, and 
paused before the great hedge of aloes and 
prickly plants which formed the original 
boundary of the French territory, they were 
directed to encamp there, beneath the shade 
of the palm-trees, and await the orders of 
Monsieur Dupleix. The morning after, the 
English learned, to their extreme mortifica- 
tion, that they were to make a public entry 
into the town. This was said to be doing 
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them honour, but the real intention was to 
exhibit them as vanquished enemies in a 
triumphal procession. So different was their 
present treatment from the delicacy and in- 
dulgence they had experienced at the hands 
of Labourdonnais ! 

When the hour came, the French troops 
were marshalled in full military state, and 
with banneifs, and music, and their line of 
English prisoners guarded in the midst, 
marched into the town through a vast multi- 
tude of people assembled to witness the 
spectacle. Every variety of native costume 
was there, mingled with French uniforms, 
and the elegant dresses of ladies residing at 
the Factory ; and presently a more imposing 
pageant advanced to meet the procession. 
Seated on an elephant, beneath a canopy of 
scarlet and gold, preceded by trumpeters and 
heralds with silver maces, reclining on silken 
cushions, gorgeously attired and fanned with 
peacocks' feathers. Monsieur Dupleix pre- 
sented himself to the eyes of the awe-struck 
crowd. He received the English Grovernor 
with an air of gracious condescension, and 
then desired both troops and captives to defile 
before him, prolonging as much as possible 
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hk own triumph and the humiliation of the 
cc^qnered. 

Near him, in a splendid palanquin, arrayed 
in the finest products of the loom, and spark- 
ling with jewels, a woman of the half-blood, 
with a warm complexion and eyes that darted 
fire, and distinguished by a large, full-blown 
style of beauty, reposed in the shade of rose- 
coloured curtains and gazed upon the scene 
around her. This was Madame Dupleix, 
whom some admired, and many feared, and 
who was believed to be a moving spirit in all 
the plans of the Grovernor. Her Christian 
name was Jeanne, and the natives called her 
Jan Begum. 

These two, the centre of the excited throng, 
were surrounded by numerous attendants in 
white garments, with gay turbans and party- 
coloured sashes, beating tomtoms, and waving 
little flags and streamers. They were followed 
by a tall body-guard on black horses richly 
caparisoned, and in everything they seemed 
to affect a kind of regal magnificence. 

To the English it was a trying and weary 
day. After being paraded in the hot sun 
before the eyes of thousands, they were sum- 
moned to be present at the Durbar, to see 
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how Dupleix held his court in imitation of 
Indian sovereigns. Here they had to go 
through formal ceremonies of introduction to 
the French authorities, civil and military, and 
to listen to long harangues (which Nevil had 
to interpret) about the* grandeur of France, 
the magnanimity of her King, and the 
benevolent intentions of the Grovernor of 
Pondicherry, to all of which the prisoners 
could only oppose a^dignified silence. It 
ended by their being once more admitted to 
parole, but only on strict conditions of re- 
maining within the walls ; and although they 
endeavoured to excuse themselves on the 
pleas of fatigue and illness, they found that 
they could not escape attendance at a grand 
entertainment, with which the Grovemor pro- 
posed to finish the pomps and rejoicings of 
the day. Dupleix insisted on having them 
for his guests, and would not listen to any 
excuse or apology. 

When Nevil first witnessed the display and 
ostentation of this extraordinary man, he was 
inclined to set him down as a mere creature 
of vanity. But as he watched the workings 
of his shrewd and sagacious countenance, and 
marked the quickness with which he seemed 
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to take in at a glance everything that passed^ 
he began to suspect that .a deeper policy 
might he concealed under all this childish 
love of show. And such, indeed, was the 
truth. Dupleix was naturally vain, but he 
had other aims in view than the gratification 
of that idle passion. He knew that the 
vulgar of all countries, and the natives of 
India especially, are dazzled by splendid 
pageants and the outward symbols of power, 
and he had already conceived in his mind 
a scheme of audacious and wide-reaching 
ambition. He believed that, amid the anarchy 
which then prevailed in all parts of Hindo- 
stan, it would be possible for a nation like 
France to establish an empire on the founda- 
tions of a trading company, and that he, 
Joseph Fran9ois Dupleix, was the man to 
accomplish the design. Hence the resolve to 
get rid of every rival like Labourdonnais, 
that had even the slightest chance of dis- 
puting with him the honour of the achieve- 
ment. Hence the determination to disarm 
and humble every independent power, which, 
like the English colony, might stand in the 
way of the execution of his enterprise. And 
hence the assumption of such regal state as 
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would accustom the people to regard the 
Gk)vemor of Pondicherry, not as the mere 
head of a commercial . hody, but as a prince 
and leader entitled to deal with monarchs on 
equal terms. And it must be confessed, that 
he was well fitted for the task he had under- 
taken. He lacked, indeed, the one quality of 
military courage ; but in every other respect, 
in craft, in subtlety, in strength of will, and 
patient tenacity of purpose, in knowledge of 
character, in fertility of resources, in the art 
of ruling men and guiding the course of 
events, he was not inferior to the ablest of 
the ambitious adventurers who have suc- 
ceeded at different times in conquering and 
subjugating mankind. 

He had in his wife a skilful and valuable 
assistant. She was one of those women, who 
exercise a dangerous and often fatal in- 
fluence over the other sex, and who are 
restrained by no delicacy or scruples of con- 
science, but who never lay aside their watch- 
fulness, or lose their self-command for at 
moment. She had lived much amongst the 
natives of India, was familiar with their 
language, manners, and customs, and could 
supply her husband with just the kind of 
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information which enabled him to hold the 
threads of many intrigues, and to obtain a 
clew to many important secrets. 

When the time for the banquet arrived^ 
the English Grovernor, worn out with the 
trials of the day, was really too ill to leave 
the apartment to which he had retired ; but 
the other members of the Council were 
obligied to attend the summons of their 
imperious host, and Nevil had to accompany 
them. The feast was served in a spacious 
hall, and was remarkable for the number and 
variety of the dishes, the excellence of the 
wines, and the beauty and splendour of the 
decorations, in which French and Indian 
taste had united to produce a charming eflfect. 
Nevil had seen much lavish expenditure at 
Madras, but nothing to approach this enter- 
tainment in luxury and elegance. It was 
enlivened by frequent strains of music from 
invisible performers^ the air was cooled by 
the constant motion of a huge fan or punka, 
and graceful figures in picturesque attire 
sprinkled the company with perfumes. After 
dinner, long snake-like hookahs were placed 
in front of silken divans, and all who chose 
jnight inhale the fragrant smoke through a 
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fount of bubbling water* Then the guests 
were invited to pass into another and still 
larger saloon, brilliantly illuminated, where 
all was prepared for dancing, and where 
many more well-dressed people had already 
assembled. In true Grallic fashion, the festivi-^ 
ties were to be crowned with a ball. 

Madame Dupleix took her seat on a sort of 
throne at one end of this saloon, and was 
soon surrounded by a troop of flatterers and 
adorers. It would have been amusing to a 
spectator to watch the dexterity with which 
she played off one against the other, and the 
art with which she distributed her favours. 
She seemed to exult in the pangs of her 
victims, and there was a sense of enjoyment 
in her full lips and beaming eyes, except 
when a look of lassitude would occasionally 
steal over her countenance, as though the 
thought had occurred to her that the game 
was hardly worthy of her prowess. 

Suddenly, she raised her head, and glanced 
in the direction where Nevil was standing- 
silent and motionless against a wall. Then 
she beckoned to one of her pages, and de- 
spatched him with a message to the young- 
English gentleman, to request that he would 
come and speak with her. 
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Nevil, like most of his countrymen, was 
somewhat proud and shy, and he had an 
instinctive distaste for bold and forward 
women. But he was at an age, when it is 
diflScult to resist the influence of female 
blandishments artfully employed, and he so 
far yielded to the fascinations of this un- 
scrupulous lady, as to be engaged, before he 
was aware of it, in familiar and confidential 
talk. He soon found, however, in the midst 
of her coquetry, that ^he was asking questions 
which might dflfect the interests of his friends, 
and seeking to extract from him a fund of 
private information which might be used for 
sinister purposes. He drew back at this, and 
relapsed into coldness and reserve ; and when 
she saw, from his change of manner, that he 
was on his guard against her machinations, 
she at once had recourse to a tone of sportive 
raillery, and dismissed him with the playful 
expression of a hope, that the next time they 
met he would not be so very austere^ so very 
English I 

"I believe that you are all Puritans in 
your country," she said ; " but I can teach 
you a little of our French gaiety, if you will 
come to me for lessons. It is not good for a 
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young man to be always grave, always 
morose. AdieUy mon cher Monsieur JBroc. Ait 
revoir.'^ 

She kissed her hand to him, and Nevil 
bowed low as he retired. When he had 
resumed his former station, he noticed that a 
gentleman near him seemed to be watching 
him with interest. This was a fine-looking 
man, about sixty years of age, erect in 
carriage, handsomely dressed, and with a 
noble and courtly bearing. After regarding^ 
Nevil attentively for some time, he walked 
up 'to him, and accosted him in a friendly 
way.' 

^' You do not dance, sir ? " he said. 

"I am a stranger to every one here," 
replied the youth ; " but in any case I should 
not dance to-night. It would hardly become 
me to do so, sir, on such an occasion.'' 

^' I think," said the Frenchman, *'that you 
are the young English gentleman, who had 
several interviews with Monsieur de Labour— 
donnais ? " 

" I certainly had that honour." 

" He wrote to me about you before he left 
Madras, and recommended you to my good 
offices in case we should chance to meet. It 
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will give me great pleasure to make your 
acquaintance." 

"And I, sir, shall be only too h^ippy to 
know any friend of Monsieur de Labonr- 
donnais/' 

" I will take an early opportunity of seeing 
you again, and then we can arrange a more 
leisurely meeting. In the mean while, you 
must forgive me if I oflfer you a word of 
advice, which is quite justified by the differ- 
ence in our years. You are, I suppose, a 
scholar ? " 

" Not much of one," answered Nevil, 
smiling. "I left school rather too soon for 
that." 

" But you know something of the Father 
of Poetry ? " 

"Yes; I have read Homer — a little in 
G-reek, and a good deal in Mr. Pope's trans- 
lation." 

" Well, then, you will understand my warn- 
ing, which is as necessary now as in the days 
of Ulysses. Beware of Circe and her en- 
chantments ! " 

So saying, the Frenchman nodded kindty 
to Nevil, and passed on. The latter followed 
him with his eyes for some minutes, and then: 



I 
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pointed him out to one of the servants, and 
asked for the name of that gentleman. 

" Salub," replied the man he addressed, an 
intelligent native who spoke French very 
well, " that gentleman is the Chevalier de Ste. 
Oroix. He was a great soldier in his own 
country, and is now one of our first mer- 
chants." 

Nevil's heart leaped in his bosom at the 
name. In another moment he was threading 
his way through the crowd of dancers and 
spectators, and he did not pause till he reached 
the side of his new acquaintance. 

" I have just heard something," he said, 
" which interests me very much. I believe I 
have the honour of speaking to the Chevalier 
Henri de Ste. Croix ? " 

" Yes, that is how I am called," replied the 
Frenchman. 

"Then," said Nevil, "I am charged to 
deliver to you this pocket-book." 

The Frenchman received it with an air of 
intense astonishment, and as he gazed on the 
emblazoned cover, his mind seemed to travel 
back into the distant past. He seized Nevil 
by the arm, and led him into a small ante- 
room, which had been deserted by the 
company. 
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" Where did you get this ? " he said, in a 
voice that trembled with emotion. 

" If you open it," answered Nevil, " you 
will find in it a letter that explains all." 

The Chevalier took out the missive and 
read it by the light of one of the pendant 
lamps. " My dear old friend ! " he muttered, 
as he read. "My poor old Jules de la 
Rochelle ! How many years since we parted, 
and yet how short a time it seems! And • 
what has life given to either of us that was 
worth those golden days of youth ? " 

He dashed a tear from his eye, and then 
turned suddenly to Nevil, and grasped his 
hand. " You would have been welcome to 
me," he said, " as having been known to 
Labourdonnais ; but now you have far other 
and stronger claims upon me. My dearest, 
my oldest friend writes of you as a father 
might of a son, and henceforth you must 
<5onsider my house your home, so long as 
you remain at Pondicherry. I will take no 
excuse. Come to me to-morrow, and you 
will find all ready for your reception." 

" You are very kind ; but I do not think I 
ought to leave my countrymen." 

" They cannot remain together, and must 
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and they must give their parole not to act 
in any way against the French nation, or be 
sent as close prisoners to Pondicherry. 

The reading of this outrageous document 
was followed by a flourish of trumpets, and a 
cry of Vive le Roi ! The English, who saw 
in it the destruction of all their hopes and 
the utter ruin of their fortunes, stared at 
each other in blank dismay, or looked around 
in search of any possible means of escape. It 
was only too apparent, that they were entirely 
powerless in the hands of their enemies. The 
Governor tried to offer a few words of remon- 
strance, but he was at once silenced, and the 
French troops were directed to disperse the 
assembly. Then, without loss of time, Para- 
dis proceeded to put his orders into execution 
with the utmost rigour. The town was ran- 
sacked for every vestige of property, and the 
English were plundered of the fruits of years 
of industry and enterprise. It was the harsh 
and cruel consummation of a scheme of in- 
famous perfidy. 

"There's an end of the parole, at all 
events," said Clive, as he walked back with 
his friends to their quarters. 

" We shall have to renew it immediately," 
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said Nevil. But Clive only whistled, and 
seemed to be smiling to himself. 

"I declare," exclaimed Maskelyne, "that 
our misfortunes have put you into good 
spirits, Robert." 

"When things are at the worst they are 
likely to mend, you know," answered Clive. 
" We have four days, have we not, to decide 
on taking the oath to the French king ? " 

" But that we shall never do ! " cried 
Maskelyne. 

" I don't know. I've not quite settled it in 
my own mind. We should make three such 
famous courtiers at Versailles, and it's such 
a high distinction to serve the Grand Mon- 
arque. Nevil passes for a Frenchman already, 
and you can dance the Menuet de la Couvj 
Edmund. I suppose, with a little practice, we 
could learn the lying and cheating." 

" I should be sorry to think that all French- 
men were like this Dupleix," said Nevil. " I 
have a dear friend of that nation, who is the 
soul of honour, and you yourself used to 
swear by Labourdonnais, Robert." 

" Yes, he was a great deal too good for his 
countrymen. They have had the advantage 
of us this time, as rogues may get the better 
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of honest men by surprise and treachery. But 
I mean to pay them ojff yet, as sure as my 
name is Robert Clive." 

The two friends were inclined to laugh at 
this magnanimous resolution. They could 
not possibly guess, that their young com- 
panion was destined to keep his word. 

In the course of the day, Nevil was sent 
for, by Mr. Morse, the English G-overnor. 
He was wanted to act as interpreter between 
the Council and Monsieur Paradis. Orders 
had arrived from Dupleix, that the heads of 
the Factory should at once be transferred to 
Pondicherry as prisoners. It was in vain to 
remonstrate, or even to ask for delay. All 
arguments were wasted on the obduracy of 
the Swiss captain, who repeated, in answer to 
whatever was urged on the other side, that 
he had his instructions, and that he intended 
to carry them out. The only concession he 
would make was to defer the departure of the 
prisoners till the next morning. 

Some hours were consumed in fruitless 
attempts at negotiation, alid it was late in 
the evening when the English gave up their 
ejfforts in despair, and felt that there was 
nothing left for them but to prepare, as 
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well as the circumstances allowed, for their 
journey. 

" We shall require you to accompany us, 
Mr. Brooke," said the Grovernor. " Your 
assistance is absolutely necessary to us in 
dealing with these people. I hope, in happier 
times, we may be able to requite your valu- 
able services." 

" I trust, sir," replied Nevil, " that I shall 
always be ready to do my duty, without 
seeking for a reward." 

"Then we may count upon your going 
with us ? " 

" Certainly, sir. I am as much under your 
orders as ever. I should hardly take ad- 
vantage of this calamity to dispute your 
authority." 

The Grovernor looked approvingly at the 
frank young face before him, but sighed as 
he responded — 

" My authority is unfortunately of small 
avail just now. However, I shall be glad if 
you will get ready to join us. There is not 
much time to lose." 

When Nevil left the G-overnor, and was 
hastening back to Writers' Buildings, it 
was already night, with the glimmer of a 
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crescent moon in the sky. As he turned 
the corner of a street, he encountered two 
figures in the robes and turbans of Mahome- 
dans, one of whom touched him on the arm 
in passing, and signed to him to follow. 
He paused for a moment uncertain, but the 
sign was repeated, and the young English- 
man followed the strangers into the shadow 
of a doorway. 

"Don't you know us, Nevil?" said a 
familiar voice. 

" What ! Olive and Maskelyne ! " 

" Hush ! we are AH and Abdallah, or some 
such names. We are off to Fort St. David 
before the morning." 

" To Fort St. David ! why, that lies to the 
south of Pondicherry. How are you to get 
through the French lines ? " 

" I have arranged it all, this afternoon, 
while you were with the Grovernor. We 
have horses waiting for us on the plain. 
Above all, we have weapons, and no French- 
man shall take us alive. I could not get at 
you before ; but even now, if you will share 
our fortunes, I will manage somehow to find 
a place for you in our flight." 

" I should like to try it, Robert ; but I am 
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pledged to the Governor to go with him to 
Pondicherry." 

"Why, then we have only time for one 
brief farewell. G-od bless you, my dear boy ! 
If I live, you will hear of me. If not, as 
your favourite Shakspeare says, *This part- 
ing was well made.' " 

" And Grod bless you, Clive ! and you too, 
Edmund ! We have had many happy days 
together. I shall never forget them." 

" And if we reach Fort St. David in 
safety, can we do anything for you, Nevil ? " 

" Oh, yes ! One thing especially. I may 
be shut out from all communication with 
England. Will you write to my mother by 
the first opportunity you find, to let her know 
that you left me alive and well ? " 

"That I will, most certainly. And now 
we must really be going. Stop here till we 
are out of sight, and then walk quietly back 
to the Buildings. Don't let those Frenchmen 
see anything unusual in your manner. I 
hope we shall be out of their clutches before 



sunrise." 



A warm pressure of the hand, first of one 
friend, then of the other, and Nevil was left 
alone in the silent street. As the last sound 
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of their retreating footsteps died away, such 
a sense of desolation swept over him as he 
had never felt before. A prisoner in a strange 
land, cut off from all tidings of home, his 
prospects ruined, his hopes blighted, and now 
compelled to part with his only friends, no 
wonder if his heart sank within him. But 
although he may have wanted dive's ad- 
venturous spirit, which seemed always to 
rise higher with dangers and diflBculties, he 
had the calm, noble courage, which depends 
on faith, conscience, and steadfast will. These 
and the pride of honour came to his aid, as 
he returned to his quarters with a firm, 
unfaltering step, and talked to the French 
soldiers on duty as though nothing extra- 
ordinary had happened. 



BOOK IV.—PONDICHERRY. 



CHAPTER I. 



THE TRIUMPH. 



The next morning, a numerous cavalcade set 
out from Madras. This was the Governor 
and his Council, with their families and 
attendants, under an escort of four hundred 
French troops. Most of them travelled on 
horseback, but the ladies and children were 
carried in palanquins. Nevil accompanied 
them as the Governor's private secretary and 
interpreter. 

When they reached the plain, he looked 
anxiously round him, to see if he could dis- 
cover any trace of his friends. No sign of 
them, however, was visible, and he heard 
nothing of them through that day's journey ; 
but when the caravan halted for the night, 
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an Indian, who came to the camp with 
melons and other fruit, contrived to slip a 
scrap of paper into his hand. 

On it he read — "We got safely off, and 
shall be far away before you receive this. 
Keep up your spirits, and be sure we shall 
meet again. — R. C." 

Cheered by these words, Nevil sought for 
more information from the fruit-seller; but 
the Hindoo avoided him, and soon took his 
departure. The youth felt grateful, however, 
that his friends were so far safe, and he slept 
soundly under the canvas that night, undis- 
turbed by the heavy tread of the sentinels 
who watched that no captive should escape. 

Nothing remarkable occurred during the 
rest of the journey to Pondicherry, and when 
they arrived within a mile of that place, and 
paused before the great hedge of aloes and 
prickly plants which formed the original 
boundary of the French territory, they were 
directed to encamp there, beneath the shade 
of the palm-trees, and await the orders of 
Monsieur Dupleix. The morning after, the 
English learned, to their extreme mortifica- 
tion, that they were to make a public entry 
into the town. This was said to be doing 
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them honour, but the real intention was to 
exhibit them as vanquished enemies in a 
triumphal procession. So dijfferent was their 
present treatment from the delicacy and in- 
dulgence they had experienced at the hands 
of Labourdonnais ! 

When the hour came, the French troops 
were marshalled in full military state, and 
with bannei^s, and music, and their line of 
English prisoners guarded in the midst, 
marched into the town through a vast multi- 
tude of people assembled to witness the 
spectacle. Every variety of native costume 
was there, mingled with French uniforms, 
and the elegant dresses of ladies residing at 
the Factory ; and presently a more imposing 
pageant advanced to meet the procession. 
Seated on an elephant, beneath a canopy of 
scarlet and gold, preceded by trumpeters and 
heralds with silver maces, reclining on silken 
cushions, gorgeously attired and fanned with 
peacocks' feathers. Monsieur Dupleix pre- 
sented himself to the eyes of the awe-struck 
crowd. He received the English G-ovemor 
with an air of gracious condescension, and 
then desired both troops and captives to defile 
before him, prolonging as much as possible 
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hk own triumph and the humiliation of the 
conquered. 

Near him, in a splendid palanquin, arrayed 
in the finest products of the loom, and spark- 
ling with jewels, a woman of the half-blood, 
with a warm complexion and eyes that darted 
fire, and distinguished by a large, full-blown 
style of beauty, reposed in the shade of rose- 
coloured curtains and gazed upon the scene 
around her. This was Madame Dupleix, 
whom some admired, and many feared, and 
who was believed to be a moving spirit in all 
the plans of the G-overnor. Her Christian 
name was Jeanne, and the natives called her 
Jan Begum. 

These two, the centre of the excited throng, 
were surrounded by numerous attendants in 
white garments, with gay turbans and party- 
coloured sashes, beating tomtoms, and waving 
little flags and streamers. They were followed 
by a tall body-guard on black horses richly 
caparisoned, and in everything they seemed 
to affect a kind of regal magnificence. 

To the English it was a trying and weary 
day. After being paraded in the hot sun 
before the eyes of thousands, they were sum- 
moned to be present at the Durbar, to see 
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how Dupleix held his court in imitation of 
Indian sovereigns. Here they had to go 
through formal ceremonies of introduction to 
the French authorities, civil and military, and 
to listen to long harangues (which Nevil had 
to interpret) about the* grandeur of France, 
the magnanimity of her King, and the 
benevolent intentions of the Cxovernor of 
Pondicherry, to all of which the prisoners 
could only oppose a f dignified silence. It 
ended by their being once more admitted to 
parole, but only on strict conditions of re- 
maining within the walls ; and although they 
endeavoured to excuse themselves on the 
pleas of fatigue and illness, they found that 
they could not escape attendance at a grand 
entertainment, with which the G-ovemor pro- 
posed to finish the pomps and rejoicings of 
the day. Dupleix insisted on having them 
for his guests, and would not listen to any 
excuse or apology. 

When Nevil first witnessed the display and 
ostentation of this extraordinary man, he was 
inclined to set him down as a mere creature 
of vanity. But as he watched the workings 
of his shrewd and sagacious countenance, and 
marked the quickness with which he seemed 
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to take in at a glance everything that passed^ 
he began to suspect that .a deeper policy 
might be concealed under all this childish 
love of show. And such, indeed, was the 
truth. Dupleix was naturally vain, but he 
had other aims in view than the gratification 
of that idle passion. He knew that the 
vulgar of all countries, and the natives of 
India especially, are dazzled by splendid 
pageants and the outward symbols of power, 
and he had already conceived in his mind 
a scheme of audacious and wide-reaching 
ambition. He believed that, amid the anarchy 
which then prevailed in all parts of Hindo- 
stan, it would be possible for a nation like 
France to establish an empire on the founda- 
tions of a trading company, and that he, 
Joseph Franfois Dupleix, was the man to 
accomplish the design. Hence the resolve to 
get rid of every rival like Labourdonnais, 
that had even the slightest chance of dis- 
puting with him the honour of the achieve- 
ment. Hence the determination to disarm 
and humble every independent power, which, 
like the English colony, might stand in the 
way of the execution of his enterprise. And 
hence the assumption of such regal state as 

VOL. I. 
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would accustom the people to regard the 
Governor of Pondicherry, not as the mere 
head of a commercial , body, but as a prince 
and leader entitled to deal with monarchs on 
equal terms. And it must be confessed, that 
he was well fitted for the task he had under- 
taken. He lacked, indeed, the one quality of 
military courage ; but in every other respect, 
in craft, in subtlety, in strength of will, and 
patient tenacity of purpose, in knowledge of 
character, in fertility of resources, in the art 
of ruling men and guiding the course of 
events, he was not inferior to the ablest of 
the ambitious adventurers who have suc- 
ceeded at different times in conquering and 
subjugating mankind. 

He had in his wife a skilful and valuable 
assistant. She was one of those women, who 
exercise a dangerous and often fatal in- 
fluence over the other sex, and who are 
♦ 

restrained by no delicacy or scruples of con- 
science, but who never lay aside their watch- 
fulness, or lose their self-command for a^ 
moment. She had lived much amongst the 
natives of India, was familiar with their 
language, manners, and customs, and could 
supply her husband with just the kind of 
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information which enabled him to hold the 
threads of many intrigues, and to obtain a 
clew to many important secrets. 

When the time for the banquet arrived^ 
the English Governor, worn out with the 
trials of the day, was really too ill to leave 
the apartment to which he had retired ; but 
the other members of the Council were 
obliged to attend the summons of their 
imperious host, and Nevil had to accompany 
them. The feast was served in a spacious 
hall, and was remarkable for the number and 
variety of the dishes, the excellence of the 
wines, and the beauty and splendour of the 
decorations, in which French and Indian 
taste had united to produce a charming effect. 
Nevil had seen much lavish expenditure at 
Madras, but nothing to approach this enter- 
tainment in luxury and elegance. It was 
enlivened by frequent strains of music from 
invisible performers^ the air was cooled by 
the constant motion of a huge fan or punka, 
and graceful figures in picturesque attire 
sprinkled the company with perfumes. After 
dinner, long snake-like hookahs were placed 
in front of silken divans, and all who chose 
jnight inhale the fragrant smoke through a 



196 ADVENTURES OF NEVIL BROOKE. 

fount of bubbling water^ Then the guests 
were invited to pass into another and still 
larger saloon, brilliantly illuminated, where 
all was prepared for dancing, and where 
many more well-dressed people had already 
assembled. In true Gallic fashion, the festivi^ 
ties were to be crowned with a ball. 

Madame Dupleix took her seat on a sort of 
throne at one end of this saloon, and was 
soon surrounded by a troop of flatterers and 
adorers. It would have been amusing to a 
spectator to watch the dexterity with which 
she played off one against the other, and the 
art with which she distributed her favours. 
She seemed to exult in the pangs of her 
victims, and there was a sense of enjoyment 
in her full lips and beaming eyes, except 
when a look of lassitude would occasionally 
steal over her countenance, as though the 
thought had occurred to her that the game 
was hardly worthy of her prowess. 

Suddenly, she raised her head, and glanced 
in the direction where Nevil was standings 
silent and motionless against a wall. Then 
she beckoned to one of her pages, and de- 
spatched him with a message to the youngs 
English gentleman, to request that he would 
come and speak with her. 
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Nevil, like most of his countrymen, was 
somewhat proud and shy, and he had an 
instinctive distaste for bold and forward 
women. But he was at an age, when it is 
difficult to resist the influence of female 
blandishments artfully employed, and he so 
far yielded to the fascinations of this un- 
scrupulous lady, as to be engaged, before he 
was aware of it, in familiar and confidential 
talk. He soon found, however, in the midst 
of her coquetry, that she was asking questions 
which might dffect the interests of his friends, 
and seeking to extract from him a fund of 
private information which might be used for 
sinister purposes. He drew back at this, and 
relapsed into coldness and reserve ; and when 
she saw, from his change of manner, that he 
was on his guard against her machinations, 
she at once had recourse to a tone of sportive 
raillery, and dismissed him with the playful 
expression of a hope, that the next time they 
met he would not be so very austercj so very 
English I 

"I believe that you are all Puritans in 
your country," she said; "but I can teach 
you a little of our French gaiety, if you will 
come to me for lessons. It is not good for a 
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young man to be always grave, always 
morose. Adieu, mon cher Monsieur Broc. Au 
revoirr 

She kissed her hand to him, and Nevil 
bowed low as he retired. When he had 
resmned his former station, he noticed that a 
gentleman near him seemed to be watching 
him with interest. This was a fine-looking 
man, about sixty years of age, erect in 
carriage, handsomely dressed, and with a 
noble and courtly bearing. After regarding^ 
Nevil attentively for some time, he walked 
up to him, and accosted him in a friendly 
way.' 

" You do not dance, sir ? " he said. 

"I am a stranger to every one here," 
repKed the youth ; " but in any case I should 
not dance to-night. It would hardly become 
me to do so, sir, on such an occasion." 

" I think," said the Frenchman, "that you 
are the young English gentleman, who had 
several interviews with Monsieur de Labour- 
donnais?" 

" I certainly had that honour." 

" He wrote to me about you before he left 
Madras, and recommended you to my good 
offices in case we should chance to meet. It 
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will give me great pleasure to make your 
acquaintance." 

"And I, sir, shall be only too h^^ppy to 
know any friend of Monsieur de Labour- 
donnais." 

" I will take an early opportunity of seeing 

you again, and then we can arrange a more 
leisurely meeting. In the mean while, you 
must forgive me if I offer you a word of 
advice, which is quite justified by the differ- 
ence in our years. You are, I suppose, a 
scholar ? " 

" Not much of one," answered Nevil, 
smiling. "I left school rather too soon for 
that." 

" But you know something of the Father 
of Poetry ? " 

"Yes; I have read Homer — a little in 
Greek, and a good deal in Mr. Pope's trans- 
lation." 

" Well, then, you will understand my warn- 
ing, which is as necessary now as in the days 
of Ulysses. Beware of Circe and her en- 
chantments ! " 

So saying, the Frenchman nodded kindty 
to Nevil, and passed on. The latter followed 
him with his eyes for some minutes, and then 



I 
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pointed him out to one of the servants, and 
asked for the name of that gentleman. 

" Sahib," replied the man he addressed, an 
intelligent native who spoke French very 
well, " that gentleman is the Chevalier de Ste. 
Oroix. He was a great soldier in his own 
country, and is now one of our first mer- 
chants." 

Nevil's heart leaped in his bosom at the 
name. In another moment he was threading 
his way through the crowd of dancers and 
spectators, and he did not pause till he reached 
the side of his new acquaintance. 

" I have just heard something," he said, 
" which interests me very much. I believe I 
have the honour of speaking to the Chevalier 
Henri de Ste. Croix ? " 

" Yes, that is how I am called," replied the 
Frenchman. 

"Then," said Nevil, "I am charged to 
deliver to you this pocket-book." 

The Frenchman received it with an air of 
intense astonishment, and as he gazed on the 
emblazoned cover, his mind seemed to travel 
back into the distant past. He seized Nevil 
by the arm, and led him into a small ante- 
room, which had been deserted by the 
company. 
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" Where did you get this ? " he said, in a 
voice that trembled with emotion. 

" If you open it," answered Nevil, " you 
will find in it a letter that explains all." 

The Chevalier took out the missive and 
read it by the light of one of the pendant 
lamps. " My dear old friend ! " he muttered, 
as he read. "My poor old Jules de la 
Rochelle ! How many years since we parted, 
and yet how short a time it seems! And 
what has life given to either of us that was 
worth those golden days of youth ? " 

He dashed a tear from his eye, and then 
turned suddenly to Nevil, and grasped his 
hand. " You would have been welcome to 
me," he said, " as having been known to 
Labourdonnais ; but now you have far other 
and stronger claims upon me. My dearest, 
my oldest friend writes of you as a father 
might of a son, and henceforth you must 
<5onsider my house your home, so long as 
you remain at Pondicherry. I will take no 
excuse. Come to me to-morrow, and you 
will find all ready for your reception." 

" You are very kind ; but I do not think I 
-ought to leave my countrymen." 

" They cannot remain together, and must 
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be distributed in different quarters. You 
can go as often as you please to wait upon 
Governor Morse, but I insist on having you 
as my inmate. It will be like a new life to 
me, to have some one to talk to of my old 
friend. How was he looking when you last 
saw him ? " 

" As well as I have ever seen him." 
" Thank God for that ! But I shall have 
time to hear all about him, when you are 
under my roof. Promise me, in his name, 
that you will accept my invitation." 

" I cannot refuse a favour so kindly offered." 
Here the sound of an explosion interrupted 
their conference, and the guests came flocking 
from the ball-room to reach the balconies and 
verandas. The gala was to terminate with a 
grand exhibition of fireworks, and the new 
friends parted for the night amid the blaze of 
rockets and a shower of falling stars. 
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CHAPTER II. 



SAKOONTALA. 



When Nevil repaired by appointment to the 
house of the Chevalier, he was admitted by a 
door in a blank wall, and found himself 
suddenly in a kind of fairy scene. It was a 
courtyard, surrounded by delicate arcades of 
exquisite colour and workmanship, filled with 
luxuriant plants of the brightest verdure, and 
with a sparkling fountain in the midst that 
refreshed the air with its clear, cool spray. 
Ste. Croix received him with the warmest 
welcome, led him to a pleasant seat in the 
shade, and at once entered on a long conver- 
sation respecting his old friend and all that 
concerned him. Nothing could exceed the 
energy and animation with which he talked, 
and Nevil was astonished to see so much 
youthful fire in a man of his years. When 
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lie had satisfied himself on the chief points 
regarding his friend, he turned to Nevil's 
own affairs with a kindly, paternal interest, 
and tried to cheer him under the circum- 
stances in which he was placed. 

"You are yoimg," he said, "and have a 
long life before you ; and the time may come 
when you will look back to this episode of 
your youth as a mere momentary trouble. 
But, while it lasts, you must let me do what 
I can to make it pass lightly and agreeably. 
Believe me, my young friend, there is neither 
wisdom nor dignity in mourning over the 
inevitable. Brave men struggle as long as 
they can ; but when they are beaten, the true 
courage is to show themselves independent of 
the fickleness of Fortime." 

"I am not easily cast down," replied 
Nevil, " and for myself I have really no 
reason to complain. My auxiety is about my 
mother." 

" We must find some means of com- 
municating with her and La Rochelle. They 
must not think that you are in a den of 
ogres. This house will be your prison, and 
you can come and go as you like — only that 
I shall expect my captive at breakfast, dinner, 
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and supper, and whenever he is not better 
engaged." 

" I do ,not think I shall wish to escape 
from so indulgent a gaoler." 

" Oh ! but I am only the under-keeper. 
You have not yet seen the tyrant of the 
castle. It is time that you should be intro- 
duced to the ruling spirit of the place." 

He rose from his seat, and going to a 
gilded lattice in the wall behind him, he 
clapped his hands, and called out in a loud 
voice : " Sakoontala ! " 

A minute or two after, an embroidered 
curtain, which concealed a portal that led to 
the interior of the house, was gently drawn 
aside, and a girl of about ten years of age 
stepped forth into the arcade. She paused 
at sight of the stranger, and stood looking 
at the Chevalier with an air of graceful 
timidity. 

Nevil thought he had never seen so 
beautiful a child, and the beauty was of a 
different character from anything to be found 
in Europe. She had the slender, elegant 
form, the light, supple limbs, the small, 
delicate features, the finely pencilled brows 
of India — her skin was of a softness, a 
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smoothness, a polish, unrivalled in any other 
clime — and the braided tresses of her hair 
shone with a rich and glossy blackness. 
But the chief charm of all was in her eyes, 
which gleamed large and full beneath their 
long silky lashes, dark as night, brilliant as 
stars, liquid as dew — not bold and flashing 
like those of Madame Dupleix, but mild, 
gentle, pensivej unutterably tender, with 
unexplored treasures of love and pity buried 
in their deep, lustrous wells. 

This sylph-like child was dressed in ori- 
ental fashion. Over a milk-white garment 
of gauzy texture, thin and transparent as 
gossamer, she wore a close-fitting jacket and 
short skirt of exquisite needle-work ; whilst 
a shawl of the brightest and yet most 
harmonious hues was wound about her waist. 
Her loose, wide-flowing trousers descended 
to the slim ankles adorned with rings of gold, 
and the tiny feet were cased in rose-coloured 
slippers. She had bracelets on her wrists, 
and a string of smalL pearls around her neck. 

" Did you want anything, papa ? " she 
said at length, and her voice sounded 
wonderfully sweet and clear to the young 
Englishman. 
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*' Yes, my lady and mistress ! I want 
you to show compassion to a poor English 
prisoner, who has just heen brought in from 
the wars. You need not be afraid to come 
near him. He will not bite you." 

The child stole a sly glance at Nevil, and 
then her cheek dimpled into smiles. "He 
does not look so very poor," she said, " and 
I am sure he is not savage, but good and 
kind. I bid you welcome, sir ! " she added, 
crossing her arms on her bosom, and making 
him a low reverence. 

" That is all very well," said her father, 
"but somewhat too Indian. A French 
chatelaine should stand erect, and give her 
hand for the captive knight to kiss." 

" Yes, I know. Like the picture in your 
great Froissart, papa." And she held out 
her hand to Nevil with the air of a little 
princess. 

The youth entered into the humour of the 
scene, and sinking upon one knee, as though 
in presence of a sovereign, lightly touched 
with his lips the fairy fingers extended 
towards him. The child went through the 
ceremony with gravity and decorum, but as 
soon as it was finished she ran laughing to 
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her father, and nestled hy his side on the 
couch on which he was seated. 

"And what have you been doing: all the 
morning, Sakoontala ? " 

"I have been watering my flowers, and 
feeding my birds, and playing with my little 
fawn, and reading the life of Saint Genevieve, 
papa." 

"And have you done no work, such as 
becomes the lady of the castle ? " 

" Yes, I have embroidered a bit of your 
new waistcoat, papa. It will be the hand- 
somest waistcoat you ever had, for the colours 
are all taken from a beautiful Moorish 
pattern." 

"A great deal too gay for an old soldier. 
But cannot you tell this gentleman something^ 
to amuse him ? " 

" I do not know what he likes," said the 
child bashfully. 

" I should like anything that pleases you, 
mademoiselle," interposed Nevil. 

"Call her Sakoontala, my young friend. 
That is the name with which she is ' most 
familiar." 

" But it is not my real name," said the 
child, with sudden earnestness. " It is the 
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name of an Indian girl in a play, who 
married a Rajah. My papa calls me by it, 
because it is soft and pretty. But my real 
name is Louise de Ste. Croix. I am not a 
heathen, you know, but a French girl and 
a Catholic." 

r 

" If I bear that in mind," returned Nevil, 
" you wiU not be offended at my calling you 
as your father wishes ? " 

" Oh, no ! I was only afraid that you 
might take me for an Indian. Now tell me 
your name, if you will be so very kind." 

" My name is Nevil Brooke." 

" I like that very much. But is it really 
English ? " 

" Yes. Brooke is the name of my family, 
and Nevil is my own Christian name." 

"Have you ever been baptized, Monsieur 
Nevil ? " 

" Yes, certainly — when I was a little 
baby." 

"But are you a Catholic, Monsieur Nevil?" 

"I am not exactly what you would call 
a Catholic, Sakoontala. I am a member of 
the Church of England." 

" Ah ! " said the child, with a look of great 
concern ; " I have heard that the English 
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are all heretics. Do you believe in our Lord, 
Monsieur Nevil ? " 

" I believe in Him with all my heart and 
soul." 

" I am so glad ! " said the child, with a 
sigh of relief. " But do you believe in the 
Blessed Yirgin ? " 

" I honour and reverence her as the most 
favoured of women, but I do not pray to her." 

" That is wrong. You should ask her to 
intercede for you. But do you never go to 
mass. Monsieur Nevil ? " 

" Come, come," said her father, " we have 
had enough of this catechism. Little girls 
should not be too inquisitive, or talk of things 
which they do not fully understand. They 
may hurt people's feelings without meaning 
it." 

" Have I said anything wrong ? " cried 
the child, in a tone of anxiety and alarm. 
" I am so sorry if I have hurt your feelings. 
Monsieur Nevil. I hope you will forgive 



me." 



She looked up imploringly in his face, and 
he smiled pleasantly at her as he answered^ — 

" I cannot be hurt by the kind interest you 
take in me, Sakoontala. But you see I have 
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been brought up quite differently from you, 
and we shall not be able to agree in all 
things. When you come to know me better, 
I hope you will not find me very wicked." 

" And now," said the Chevalier, " suppose 
you were to give us one of your little songs." 

" Shall it be French or Indian, papa ? " 

" Oh, French, by all means— jO(?i^r V amour 
de lapatrie.'' 

She ran to fetch her guitar, and struck a 
few notes of a light and lively air, as a pre- 
lude to the following ballad : — 

" Gay ! gay ! 

For the Beaujolais ! 
He sang as he rode from the deadly fray, 

Where sword and lance 

Had led the dance, 
And scattered the foes of sunny France. 

" The Queen of the Ehone, 

Who sits alone 
In azure halls on a crystal throne. 

From her cool retreat 

Came forth to greet 
The knight with a welcome soft and sweet. 

" * And what,' said she, 

* Can I give to thee, 

• In token of service done for me ? 

A castle fair? 
A jewel rare ? 
A flower to wreathe in thy maiden's hair ? ' 
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"*Gay! gay! 

For the Beaujolais ! 
I never have fought for prize or pay ; 

But if a fee 

There needs must bo, 
A bunch of the purple grapes for me ! ' 

" And since that day 

The vines are gay 
Through all the lands of the Beaujolais ; 

And the warrior gains 

Fresh blood for his veins 
From the fruit that grows on her hills and plains ! " 

The child had been somewhat diffident at 
first; but as she proceeded she was carried 
away by the spirit of the ballad ; all timidity j 
seemed to vanish, and she gave both words 
and music with the fire and animation of a 
cavalier. Nevil listened with extreme de- 
light, and when she had finished the per- 
formance, and resumed her usual quiet and 
pensive look, he begged earnestly for another 
song. 

"And let it be an Indian one this time^ 
Sakoontala," said her father. 

She stood silent for a few moments, and 
then her fingers began to move slowly over 
the chords, and drew from them a wild and 
plaintive melody. Her countenance changed, 
her voice trembled, and there was something^ 



SAKOOXTALA. 213 

deeply pathetic in her manner of singing the 
Hindoo song, which long after, when he had 
learned the language, Nevil translated as 
follows : — 

" My mother ! did I know the form 

In which thy spirit wanders now, 
rd search the world, though sun and storm 

Should beat upon my weary brow — 
Until I found thee once again, 

And bore thee to some place of rest. 
Where safe from peril, strife, and pain, 

I'd clasp thee to my aching breast ! 

" I mark each bird that comes in view. 

And watch it in its upward flight 
On wings of green or crimson hue. 

Of ebon gloom or silver light ; 
And oft I think I hear thee nigh 

In cuckoo's note, or murmuring dove. 
Or lonely Chakwi's * mournful cry 

When wailing for its absent love. 

" No tiger's skin could ever hold 

Thy gentle nature's nobler part ; 
No serpent with its coils infold 

So tender ajid so pure a heart : 
But when the wild deer hunted flies 

To me for refuge in its fear, 
I gaze into those pleading eyes, 

And seem to see thy image there. 

* The female of an Indian bird that lives on the 
banks of rivers, and, according to popular tradition, is 
separated every evening from its mate, for whom it 
<calls piteously through the night. 
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" Or if, perchance, it be thy doom 

In some fair plant to live and grow, 
Thou wouldst not choose the mango's bloom. 

Or the rich amaranth's purple glow — 
But rather seek thy home to make 

In jasmine or acacia bower, 
Or where the trembling moonbeams wake 

The white leaves of the lotus-flower. 

" And though thy daughter needs must weep, 

For thee I will not dream of ill ! 
Through every change thy soul may keep 

Its beauty and its sweetness still — 
May wear a thousand goodly shapes, 

And in a thousand lights may shine, 
Till from its bondage it escapes 

To blend with Brahma's life divine ! " 

The child had grown pale as she sang, and 
her eyes had filled with tears. " That song^ 
always makes me ready to cry," she said. 
" It is all about a poor Indian girl who has 
lost her mother, and who fancies that she 
may have been turned into a bird or a flower. 
But that is nonsense, you know. If the 
mother was a good woman, I think our 
Lord would take her into paradise, even 
though she was a Hindoo. What do you 
think, papa ? " 

'^I hope so, my darling. He was very 
gracious to publicans, and sinners, and all 
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sorts of strange people. But I am no tlieolo-» 
gian. You must ask Father Clairvaux." 

"And where did you learn the song?" 
said Nevil. 

" From my dear old Ayah," answered the 
child. " She knows so many songs, and such 
wonderful stories, and she says we ought 
to be kind to birds and beasts, because we 
cannot be sure that they have not been men 
ani women. But I think we ought to be 
kind to dumb creatures, whether they have 
souls or not, because God loves them, and has 
given them to us to take care of." 

" Certainly, my child/' said her father ; 
" that is a much better reason. But now 
it . is time to go to your Ayah, and I must 
show Monsieur Nevil his room. So adieu 
for the present ! " 

She sprang up to his neck and kissed him, 
waved her hand to Nevil, and was gone like 
a fairy vision* As she disappeared behind 
the curtain, it seemed as if a ray of light was 
suddenly withdrawn, as if something of 
beauty and poetry had passed away from the 
.scene. 

This little maiden, though she disowned 
her Indian name, was really the child of an 
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Indian mother. When the Chevalier de Ste. 
Croix first came to the colonies, to retrieve a 
fortune impaired by a too profuse generosity, 
he had made an expedition with some other 
Frenchmen into the interior of the country, 
and had met with various adventures. Ar- 
riving by chance at a place, where the 
funeral ceremonies of an old and distin- 
guished Brahmin were to be performed, he 
had witnessed the preparations for the bar- 
barous rite of Suttee. The young and lovely 
bride of the dead man, herself a mere child, 
was to be sacrificed to his memory, and to be 
consumed on the same pile as the corpse. 
The Chevalier saw her come forth, unveiled, 
and with hair unbound, but sumptuously 
attired and decorated with flowers, to be 
offered as a willing victim in the midst of an 
exulting throng. He tried to interfere and 
remonstrate, but his voice was drowned in 
shouts, and clamour, and music, and he was 
turning away with a shudder from the horrid 
spectacle, when he thought he perceived that 
she herself hesitated and shrank back from 
the pile. He advanced nearer, and his doubts, 
became certainty. At the last moment, the 
instincts of nature had been stronger than 
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national or religious prejudices, and she was 
evidently struggling in the hands of those 
who were hurrying her to her doom. This 
was too much for the brave and impulsive 
Frenchman. He called his companions to 
his aid, and rushed headlong to her rescue ; 
and in spite of shrieks, and execrations, and 
the fury of an excited mob, they carried her 
off triumphantly at the hazard of their lives, 
and thanks to the fleetness of their horses 
were able to escape pursuit. 

The affair caused a great sensation at the 
time; but the Mahomedan rulers of the 
country, who were then on friendly terms 
with the French, were not disposed to 
intervene in behalf of a superstition they 
despised, and the Chevalier was allowed to 
retain his charge. He placed her in the care 
of some good nuns at Pondicherry, by whom 
she was converted to Christianity, and some 
time after he married her. He had a deep 
and strong affection for the fair and delicate 
creature he had rescued from the flames, and 
she looked up to him, not only as her champion 
and deliverer, but as the guide and teacher 
who had opened to her a new world of ideas 
and feelings. They lived very happily 



218 ADVENTURES OF NEVIL BROOKE. 

together for about a year, when she died 
in giving birth to a child as tender and 
beautiful as herself. 

From that hour, all the love and pride 
of the Chevalier, and all his hopes for the 
future, were centred in his little Louise. He 
watched over her with a solicitude that no 
mother could have surpassed, and devoted 
his whole time to the study of whatever 
might promote her welfare. She had no 
lack of care from native attendants, and the 
ladies of the colony were willing enough 
to look after the little motherless girl; but 
her father gave to her every instant he could 
spare from business, and was at once her 
nurse, her playmate, her companion, her 
instructor. From him she caught the French 
national feeling, and the high tone of European 
chivalry, which mingled so strangely with 
all her Indian associations. Yet although he 
never allowed her to forget her G-allic descent, 
and although he had her brought up as a 
devout Catholic, he liked best to see her in 
her Indian dress, and called her in his fondest 
moments by the pet name of Sakoontala. 
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CHAPTER IIL 



THE JESUIT. 



Nevil was now regularly domiciled in the 
house of the Chevalier. He visited his 
countrymen daily, rendered what services 
he could to Governor Morse, and was oc- 
casionally required to attend the receptions 
of Madame Dupleix, but his home was in the 
pleasant retirement of his friend's hospitable 
abode. There he found all things provided 
for his comfort, and much to gratify his 
taste. He had books and prints at his- 
disposal, rare plants and flowers to examine, 
g, curious collection of natural and artificial 
objects to illustrate the characteristics of the 
country and people of India, and a constant 
source of entertainment in the agreeable 
society of his tost, and in the lively fancies 
and innocent prattle of his host's little 
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•daughter. He might indeed have been 
perfectly happy, had it not been for the 
thought that he was an exile and a prisoner, 
stopped short in the midst of his career, and 
cut off from useful action. 

He suffered indeed some annoyance from 
the notice with which Madame Dupleix was 
pleased to honour him. She had taken him 
into her favour, and it would have been 
difficult for him to withstand her allurements, 
had it not been for the warnings of the 
Chevalier, and also for an instinctive feeling 
that she was throughout playing a deliberate 
game. She enjoyed the intrigues and flirta- 
tions in which she was constantly engaged, 
but her heart was in no way affected by 
them, and she never lost sight of selfish and 
politic aims. Nevil even thought he could 
detect a malicious triumph, in her manner 
of sporting with the follies and passions of 
her admirers. All this made him cool and 
cautious, and enabled him to observe much 
that might otherwise have escaped his acute- 
ness. He saw that her influence extended 
beyond the small circle of white men assembled 
at her court, and that she was on terms of 
imusual intimacy with mysterious personages 



THE JESUIT. 221 

of different creeds and complexions. He 
discovered also, from various circumstances, 
that she often received messages and tokens 
from a distance, and that she was in com- 
munication with more than one of the native 
princes. He came to the conclusion that, 
in her hands, the bee-strimg bow and flower- 
tipped shafts of the Indian Cupid were used 
to reach far and near, less for the satisfaction 
of a passing fancy, than to further the designs 
of a restless and pitiless ambition. 

Armed with this knowledge, he was proof 
against her seductions, and although he was 
too thorough a gentleman to show discourtesy 
to any woman, he maintained a composure 
which piqued and irritated her. She had 
probably no special object in wishing to add 
this fair English boy to the number of her 
slaves, but she was accustomed to conquest, 
and did not like to meet with resistance. 
Accordingly, for some time she employed 
every art to ensnare him, and when she 
failed in her efforts she began to regard him 
with secret enmity. 

Meanwhile, Monsieur Dupleix appeared 
utterly indifferent to all these intrigues of 
his wife. When not exhibiting himself on. 
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some occasion of public display, lie was con- 
stantly absorbed in business, and seemed to 
be quite unconscious of what the Begum was 
doing or planning. Yet rumour whispered, 
that they perfectly understood each other in 
private, and that great as was the lady's 
power over the rest of mankind, she had one 
master whom she dared not disobey — and that 
this master was her husband. 

It was always with a sense of relief that 
Nevil escaped from the unwholesome atmo- 
sphere of Jan Begum's presence, to find him- 
self with the little Sakoontala in the midst of 
her plants and flowers, and to enjoy the simple 
talk and watch the opening intelligence of 
the sweet, pure, innocent child. Sometimes 
they would play at chess together, and some- 
times she would sing to him her Indian songs ; 
and he in his turn would draw pictures of 
English scenes for her amusement, or relate 
to her stories of rural life in Warwickshire. 

"You must teach me to speak English, 
Monsieur Nevil," she said, " and I will teach 
you the language of the people about here." 

" I shall be very glad," he answered. "And 
we will begin at once. It may be useful to 
both of us one of these days." 
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So they sat to work at their studies, in 
which the Chevalier occasionally joined, 
affording them much food for laughter by 
the mistakes he made in pronunciation. 

" I suppose my tongue is too old and 
stiff," he said, "to be twisted into ntew 
forms. But wait till Father Clairvaux comes 
home, and see if he does not put you both 
to rights. I believe he knows every lan- 
guage under the sun." 

" And who is Father Clairvaux ? " asked 
Nevil. 

" He is my confessor," answered the child, 
with much gravity. 

" And where is he now ? " 

" Oh ! he has gone upon his mission, you 
know. He wears all sorts of dresses, and 
gets to places where no white man has ever 
been before. He preaches to the natives, and 
I cannot tell you how many he has con- 
verted. He is just like an apostle ! " 

" And may probably prove a martyr," 
added the Chevalier. 

Hitherto, since his residence in India, 
Nevil's health had in no way suffered from 
the climate, but he was now destined to pay 
the accustomed penalty of Europeans. One 
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day, having lingered rather imprudently in 
the sun, he was seized with a sudden dizzi- 
ness, and on his return home felt the alter- 
nate chills and flushes, which indicate the 
approach of fever. In a few hours he was 
seriously ill, and although the Chevalier at 
once summoned a physician, and tried every 
appropriate remedy, the youth grew rapidly 
worse, and before long was delirious and in 
great danger. Then followed a dreary blank, 
in which he lost all account of time, and all 
consciousness, except a dull sense of pain. 
Yet ever and anon strange visions would flit 
before him, and he saw figures, and heard 
voices by his sick-bed, and fancied that hi& 
mother was ministering to his wants. She 
was indeed far away, but kind and skilful 
hands were nursing him with tender care ; 
and though long weeks elapsed before the 
peril was over, there came at last a period of 
deep, unbroken, delicious repose, from which 
he woke up to life and the possession of his 
faculties. He was still so weak, however, 
that he could neither move nor speak, but he 
knew where he was, and saw what was 
passing around him. An old Indian woman, 
the Ayah of his little friend, stood in the 
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comer of the chamber, busy in preparing 
some cooling drink; and a tall, thin man, 
very gaunt and brown, but with a lofty 
forehead and expressive features, and clad 
in the habit of an ecclesiastic, sat reading by 
his bedside. 

This person suddenly raised his eyes from 
his book, and looked steadily at Nevil. Then 
he rose from his seat, and quietly laid his 
fingers on the pulse of the patient. The 
examination seemed to satisfy him, for he 
smiled benevolently. 

"You have had a refreshing sleep, my 
son," he said, " but you must not be disturbed 
at present. Just moisten your lips with this 
draught, and go to rest again." 

The youth was in no condition to reply, 
and soon yielded to the languor that came 
stealing over him. But from that hour he 
began visibly to mend, and in a few days 
was able to converse and ask questions. The 
Chevalier was now frequently with him, as 
also the priest whom he had seen on his first 
waking, and the Ayah was in constant at- 
tendance. 

" Have I been very long ill ? " he said to 
his host. 
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^' Yes, many weeks. The physicians de- 
spaired of you ; but our good Father Clair-r 
vaux has brought you round. He is equally 
skilful in the treatment of body and soul." 

*^ I am but a poor instrument in the hands 
of God," said the priest. " Our Order requires 
that we should know something of medicine, 
and I have had some little experience since I 
came to India. But your thanks are due, my 
son, to a Higher Power." 

" I do thank Him with all my heart," cried 
Nevil, "that He has sent me such kind 
friends at need. I must have been a sad 
plague and trouble in the house." 

" You have caused great anxiety to one 
little person in it," said the Chevalier, " and 
I have promised her that she should see you 
to-day. Do you know, that we could hardly 
get her away from the door of your room, 
and that she used to start up twenty times in 
the night to ask if you were better ? What 
do you think. Father ? Is your patient ready 
for a visit from a young lady ? " 

" I think it will do him no harm," replied 
the priest. " There is nothing more soothing 
in nature than the sight of a little child." 

" I am sure it will do me a world of good," 
said Nevil. 
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So they brought Louise to see him, and he 
was startled to perceive that she had grown 
thinner and paler, and that there were unmis- 
takeable marks of care and fretting on her 
countenance. She trembled all over as she 
put her small hand into his ; but there was 
great joy in her eyes, and in the tones of her 
voice. 

^- 1 am so glad — so very glad to see you 
again," she said, "and that you are better, 
and that you will soon be quite well. I 
thought of you, and prayed for you all the 
time; and I have vowed a chaplet of my 
best flowers to the Blessed Virgin for your 
recovery." 

" You are very good to me, dear Sakoon- 
tala," returned Nevil. ^' But everybody has 
been good to me. Your father, and this 
gentleman, and your Ayah, and all the house- 
hold. My own mother could not have nursed 
me more carefully." 

" You will tell her all about it when you 
go to England, will you not ? " ^aid the child. 
" Alas ! " she added with a sigh, " England 
is a Jong way off, and when you go there^ 
who knows ? — we may perhaps never see you 
again ! " 



228 ADVENTURES OP NEVIL BROOKE. 

" We shall never forget each other, Sakoon- 
tala." 

" Oh, no — never, as long as we live ! " cried 
the child, with sudden vehemence. " But you 
are not going yet. You are our prisoner^ 
you know. Besides, you will have to rest, 
after being so ill." 

" Yes, my child," said the priest, " our 
patient will have to rest, and you must not 
disturb him by too much talking. In a few 
days more I hope to see him sitting up, and 
out of his chamber." 

And in fact the youth was soon able to 
leave his room, and to take his place once more 
under the arcades in the courtyard. . He was 
still very weak, and could only walk with the 
assistance of a friendly arm ; but Louise ran 
to fetch the pillow for his head, and the stool 
for his feet, and would sit down on a cushion 
near him, and read or sing, or talk to him, 
just as he felt inclined. Then, as he grew 
stronger, the Chevalier and Father Clairvaux 
would come in turn to converse with him 
on various subjects, and from them he learned 
by degrees much interesting information. 

" Since you were taken ill," said the Che- 
valier, " we have had some stirring events. 
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Monsieur Dupleix was determined to follow 
up his success at Madras by the capture of 
€uddalore, and he sent an expedition under 
Paradis to attack your settlement at Fort St. 
David. As far as I can judge, your country- 
men were not in a condition to have offered 
much resistance ; but your old friend, the 
Nabob, came to their aid with an army of ten 
thousand men, and our people were forced to 
retire. We have made several attempts, but 
hitherto they have proved failures." 

"If they have the Moors on their side," 
observed Nevil, " I wonder the English do 
not act on the offensive." 

" That was what Dupleix feared ; but he 
has found means to avert the danger. He has 
detached the Nabob from your alhance, and 
entered into a separate treaty with him. We 
have had his son here on a visit, and received 
him with great rejoicings." 

"But how did your Governor manage to 
win the Nabob over ? " 

" I am not in his secrets ; but I guess that 
jewels, rupees, promises, female influence, may 
have all had their share in the transaction; 
and no doubt the Moors were persuaded that 
^he fortunes of your nation were at a veiy 
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low ebb. Be that as it may, the Nabob has 
become our good friend and ally." 

" Then I suppose you will again attack the 
English ? " 

"Well! we hear you have received some 
reinforcements from Bengal. But, to tell you 
the truth, I am not admitted to the counsels of 
Monsieur Dupleix. I did not approve of his 
conduct to Labourdonnais, or of his evasion 
of the treaty; and although I was bred a 
soldier, and know something of my profes- 
sion, I have hitherto refused to take any 
part in his military enterprises." 

"The Governor himself is not a soldier, 
I believe ? " 

" It is the one thing he wants, to carry out 
the schemes of his ambition. He has mag- 
nificent plans, but he must leave their 
execution to other hands. He will never 
rest, however, till he has achieved some- 
thing extraordinary." 

With Father Clairvaux the conversation 
was of a different kind. He astonished 
Nevil by the extent and variety of his 
knowledge, especially with regard to the 
laws, religion, languages, literature, manners^ 
customs, and history of the people of India^ 
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He entertained him with narratives of travel, 
descriptions of scenery, and many curious 
particulars derived from a long experience of 
books and men. And through the whole 
of his talk there ran a deep nnder-cnrrent of 
religions feeling, sufficient to show that in 
him all else was subsidiary to two great 
objects — the advancement of his Master's 
kingdom, and the service of the Church to 
which he had devoted his life. 

Yet he never put forward his opinions 
offensively, or out of season. It was only 
when the subject in hand led up naturally 
to polemical discussion, that he defended hig 
theological views with the skill, the tact, and 
the subtlety of the famous Order to which he 
belonged* Nevil soon found that he was no 
match for the trained logician in argument, 
and rather sought to avoid these controversies. 
And frequently the Jesuit would allow the 
matter to drop, and turn to some other theme 
with perfect temper aijid patience, but always 
return to his point as occasion offered ; and if 
he did not persuade Nevil of the- truth of his 
creed, he impressed him with a strong con- 
viction of his fervour, his sincerity, and his 
intellectual power* 
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It was, however, his intimate knowledge 
of India, which chiefly interested the young 
Englishman, and the latter expressed his 
surprise how a stranger could possibly have 
obtained such full and accurate information. 

" I have lived amongst the people," said 
the Jesuit. " I have learned to speak their 
languages, and to adapt myself to their cus- 
toms. Many difficulties, indeed, stand in the 
way. Their division into castes, their great 
variety of dialects, their intense religious and 
national prejudices, all are obstacles to a 
perfect understanding of the Hindoos, while 
their relations to their Mussulman conquerors 
are often very complicated and puzzling. It 
was long before I could see my way with 
any clearness, and nothing but the strict rule 
of our Order, and the glorious end we have in 
view, could have given me courage to per- 
severe." 

Then he would proceed to explain to Nevil , 
the nature of those village communities, 
which have always formed so remarkable 
an element in the life of India. He showed 
him how, through a long series of wars and 
revolutions, these little associations have 
retained theij- original character, and com- 
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prised within themselves all that was neces- 
sary for their existence. He showed how 
each had its owji head man, its council, its 
officers, and even its hereditary blacksmith, 
carpenter, tailor, potter, and barber. He 
spoke of the doctrine of castes, extending not 
only to the four great classes of priests, war- 
riors, merchants, and labourers, but to an 
infinite number of minor divisions. He traced 
the religion of the people, from the primitive 
snake-worship to the wildest dreams of a 
gorgeous and fantastic mythology, and he 
touched on the esoteric opinions of the higher 
minds among the Brahmins. He had mastered 
most of the dialects of India, but his chief 
studies had evidently been directed to the 
fluent and copious Sanscrit, and he talked 
with enthusiasm of its antiquarian and 
literary treasures. It was apparent that he 
had looked on the countries he had visited 
^with the eye of a scholar and philosopher, as 
well as of a priest and missionary. 

It was easier for him to treat of the Ma- 
homedans, inasmuch as the causes of their 
rise and progress lay nearer to the surface. 
Their conquest of India was, in fact, the sub- 
jugation of a weak and idolatrous people, 
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velli and La Rochefoucauld were not bad 
judges of mankind." 

" Have you no confidence in any one. 
Monsieur Dupleix ? " 

"If I had not, Monsieur le Chevalier, I 
should hardly be opening my plans so freely 
to you. The thing is to know when and 
whom to trust. With you, I am sure, my 
confidence would not be misplaced." 

" I hope I should never abuse it, Monsieur 
le Gouvemeur. But, to speak plainly, I am 
not suited for schemes of policy. I was 
brought up as a soldier, and am somewhat 
old-fashioned in my notions. Your Excel- 
lency must therefore excuse me, if I do not 
avail myself of your offer. In case of danger 
to the colony, my sword will be at your 



service." 



"As you please, my dear Chevalier. I 
have no wish to force your inclinations. 
But remember that your presence here will 
always be welcome." 

They parted with mutual expressions of 
courtesy, and as they went their several 
ways, brooding over their late interview, 
each indulged in reflections on the other's 
character. 
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" He IS an able man, this Dupldix," itoid 
the Chevalier. " Except that he is somewhat 
of a poltroon in war, he has almost all the 
qualities of a leader and ruler. But he likes 
to walk in dark and crooked paths, and I 
am accustomed to go straightforward in the 
daylight. We should never agree to act 
together." 

" It is really a pity that Ste. Croix is such 
a scrupulous fool," said Dupleix. " The man 
has good stuff in him, and is just the sort 
of assistant I want. He has the bmte 
courage we talked of, but he has also sense, 
and knowledge, and experience. His ser- 
vices would be invaluable, if his conscience 
were only a little less timorous. I must try 
to make use of him yet." 

One morning, Nevil was occupied in draw* 
ing, for the twentieth time, for Sakoontala's 
amusement, a sketch of his old home in War* 
wickshire, when the Chevalier came hastily 
into the gallery where they were seated, and 
took his little girl into his airms. 

" You are a soldier's daughter, Louise ? " 

" Yes, papa." 

" Then you know how to arm a warrior for 
battle ? " 
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south of the Nerbudda is called the Decoan, 
and is subject to the rule of the Mogul's 
powerful Viceroy, Nizam-al-Mulk. You also 
know that the Camatic is one of its chief 
subdivisions, and is governed by Anwar-u- 
Deen, the Nabob of Arcot." 

"Yes — that is the Nabob who was sup- 
posed till lately to be the friend and ally of 
the English." . 

" And would be again if you were success- 
ftd in war. Well, before his time, the Car- 
natic had a Nabob named SadatuUah, who at 
his death bequeathed the Nabobship to his 
nephew, Doost Ali. This was, of course, 
illegal, as it was only the Great Mogul or his 
Yiceroy that could appoint to the office." 

" Why, then, did they allow it to be done?" 

"Because thej were fully engaged with 
their own quarrels and intrigues, and because 
too many storms were already gathering 
around them. The empire was convulsed by 
rebellion and civil war, and was soon to suffer 
a still more terrible calamity. It was invaded 
by Nadir Shah, an adventurer who had con- 
quered Persia and Afghanistan, and who 
called himself the messenger of the wrath of 
God. This daring soldier took and plundered 
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the great city of Delhi, massacred thousands 
of the inhabitants, and carried off with him 
the peacock throne, the imperial jewels, and 
heaps of inestimable treasure. Other troubles 
followed, and there was no leisure to attend 
to the affairs of the Carnatic. In the mean 
time, Doost Ali, the new Nabob, had his own 
difficulties to contend with, and was occupied 
in playing his own game of ambition. And 
in all things his chief adviser was Chunda 
Sahib, his duan or finance-minister, who was 
also a relative, and married to one of his 
daughters." 

" But if Doost Ali had possession of the 
Carnatic," said Nevil, " what more could he 
hope for ? " 

" It is the peculiarity of these provinces of 
the Mogul empire," answered the Jesuit, 
" that they contain within themselves divers 
petty states, which are still governed by their 
own Rajahs or native princes. These are 
vassals and tributaries to the Mogul, but 
otherwise retain a large amount of inde- 
pendence, and have considerable revenues at 
their disposal. Doost Ali had cast longing 
eyes on some of their possessions, and he took 
advantage of the death of the Rajah of 
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Tricliinopoly, to send Chunda Sahib with an 
army into that country, under pretext of col-^ 
lecting the accustomed tribute. The minister, 
who was not burdened with many scruples, 
obtained admission into the capital by 
treachery, and having deposed and imprisoned 
the widowed queen, who died of grief in her 
captivity, he seized the government for him- 
self with the consent of his father-in-law. 
He afterwards placed his two brothers in 
command of the strongholds of Dindigul and 
Madura, and would probably have extended 
his conquests further had it not been for the 
Mahrattas," 

" I have often heard of them," said Nevil, 
" but I do not know exactly what they are." 

" They are the fiercest and most formidable 
of the natives of India. They come from 
beyond the mountains, and at different times 
have overrun the whole country. Their 
strength lies in their wild cavalry, and in the 
wonderful rapidity of their movements. They 
wage war by laying waste the fields, burning 
the villages, driving off the cattle, harrying 
the people, and sweeping over the land like a 
destroying tempest. The inhabitants fly at 
their approach, and regular armies seem 
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powerless to resist their incursions. For the 
most part, the princes whom they attack are 
glad to purchase their retreat with money. 
They are fanatically attached to their religion, 
and dangerous enemies to the Mahomedans.'' 

"And how came they in contact with 
Chunda Sahib ? " 

" They were, no doubt, invited by the other 
Rajahs, alarmed at the capture of Trichi- 
nopoly, and some say that Nizam-al-Mulk 
himself was not sorry to see them humble the 
pride of the Nabob of Arcot. Be that as it 
may, the Mahrattas poured through the 
passes in irresistible force, and overthrew the 
army of Doost Ali in a great b.attle, in which 
he and one of his sons were slain. They 
then turned their arms against Chunda Sahib, 
who defended himself bravely in his fortress 
at Trichinopoly. But his supplies of pro- 
visions failed, his two brothers were killed in 
attempting to relieve him, and at length, 
after a siege of three months, he was com- 
pelled to surrender, and was carried as a 
prisoner to Sattarah, where he has remained 
in confinement ever since," 

" But how came his family to be here ? " 

" He had been for some time in com- 
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mimication with our people, and had sent his 
family to Pondicherry for safety during the 
war. Monsieur Dupleix has taken them 
imder his protection, and I believe the Begum 
is very intimate with them. I do not think 
we have heard the last of Chunda Sahib." 
"And how did the Mahratta invasion end ? " 
" Like most Mahratta invasions, by paying 
large sums of money to get rid of the in- 
vaders. As for the poor Carnatic, it was 
reduced to a miserable state, and the story of 
the ruling family reminds one of the bloody 
house of Atreus. It is a series of plots, and 
crimes, and murders. A son of Boost Ali^ 
and then his grandson, perished by the hands 
of assassins, and it is supposed at the instiga- 
tion of their nearest relatives. At length, 
when the anarchy was at the worst, Nizam-al- 
Mulk appointed Anwar-u-Deen to the Nabob- 
ship ; and this man, though a stranger to the 
province, has hitherto been able to maintain 
himself in his dangerous post," 

" Many thanks for the narrative. Father," 
said Nevil. "It makes some things clearer 
to me than ever they were before. But what 
a picture it gives of the condition of this 
unfortunate country ! " 
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" We must not exaggerate/* answered the 
Jesuit. " The material wants of this people 
are so easily satisfied, that they are perhaps 
not unhappy under circumstances that would 
cause intense suffering to other races. With 
rice, or pulse, or some poor grain for their 
food, water for their chief beverage, butter 
for their greatest luxury, their climate 
requiring but little raiment or shelter, wars 
and revolutions^may pass by and leave them 
much as they were. On the other hand, it is 
their moral state which really oppresses and 
afficts me. The blind devotion which covers 
this fair land with temples of hideous idols — • 
the monstrous superstitions, the licentious 
rites, the self-inflicted torture — the impious 
doctrine of caste with its impassable barriers, 
opposed to every notion of the unity of man- 
kind — the widow-burning, the infanticide, 
the dark and secret confederacies of robbers 
and murderers — ^these are the evils I deplore, 
and for them there is but one remedy. Only 
the uplifted Cross can disperse these foul 
demons of the night, only the Church of God 
is strong enough for the mighty exorcism ! " 

"I agree with you entirely," said Nevil, 
"that the Christian religion alone could 

VOL. I. R 
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contend successfully with such evils as you 
have described." 

"But the Christian religion, my son, is 
powerless if not organized ; and where can the 
organization be found except in the One True 
Church ? It is she who knows how to unite 
singleness of purpose with diversity of means, 
and to suit herself to all the needs of men in 
different ages and countries. It is she who 
can replace the pomp of idol-worship by a 
nobler and more magnificent ritual, and show, 
in the lives of saints and martyrs, a grandeiii- 
of self-sacrifice that would throw into tlie 
shade the voluntary torments of the Yogee. 
It is she who can substitute for the senseless 
divisions of caste the well-ordered gradations 
of a free and glorious hierarchy. And it 
is she who makes marriage, and helpless 
infancy, and aU human life secure, by treat- 
ing them as sacred things, and guarding 
them with eternal sanctions. Oh, my son ! 
in the midst of this universal deluge, there is 
no safety but in the Ark ! " 

" Excuse me. Father, if I cannot argue with 
you on the merits of our several Churches. I 
have faith in mine, but I have no skill in 
controversy. At all events, we are agreed 
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on the expediency of converting these poor 
Hindoos." 

" Ah, my dear son ! " said the Jesuit, " I 
know not if your position be not more peril- 
ous than theirs. They, at least, can plead 
utter, besotted, invincible ignorance. But 
you are so near the truth, and yet hold off 
from embracing it. However, I can only 
trust to time and prayer. I am about to 
leave you, and to resume my mission to tho 
natives. You will perhaps sometimes think 
of what has passed between us." 

" You may be sure I shall never forget 
your kindness, Father, Shall you be long 
absent ? " 

^'I cannot tell. I have been waiting for 
instructions from Rome, and I am bound foy 
Benares, the holy city of the Hindoos, the 
very centre of their superstition. It is pos- 
sible I may never return." 

" You are running great dangers, Father." 

" Dangers ! " said the Jesuit, with a smile, 
^' Would you have a common soldier risk his 
life daily and hourly, for his poor pay and 
what he calls the honour of his flag, and a 
Christian priest shrink from his duty ? Be- 
sides, were it only for what I owe to the 
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illustrious and sacred Order to which I hav0 
sworn obedience, I could not hesitate to en- 
counter any peril at its command." 

" The arms of your illnstrioTis Order seem 
to reach to a great distance, Father." 

" They reach wherever the glory of Grod 
and the service of the Church require. But 
they are sometimes useful in minor matters. 
For instance, I have just promised the Cheva- 
lier to send a letter for you to your friends in 
England. It will be delivered without fail^ 
in spite of war and blockades." 

Not long after, the Jesuit came to take 
leave of the young Englishman. He had 
assumed the garb of a Fakeer, and was so 
disguised that Nevil only knew him by his- 
voice. 

"I have despatched your letter," he said,. 
" and I am now going to start on my journey. 
This habit of a religious mendicant will pro- 
vide me with food and shelter by the way, 
and procure for me admission to places other- 
wise inaccessible. Should I never be heard 
of again, you may conclude that I have died 
for the faith. Let me give you my farewell 
blessing ! It will do you no harm, though it' 
is that of a Catholic priest." 
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He laid his hand solemnly on the head of 
his young friend, and Nevil, Englishman and 
Protestant though he was, inclined himself 
reverently before that ghostly benediction. 
Then the Jesuit went in search of Sakoontala, 
to speak a few words with her at parting. 

"You remember, my child, the story of 
Naaman the Syrian ? " 

" Yes, Father ; it was you that told it to me." 

" Well, then, just as the little Hebrew maid 
was the means of curing the great Syrian 
captain of his leprosy, and bringing him to the 
knowledge of the true God, even such a small 
thing as you are may do some service to the 
Church." 

" How is that possible. Father ? " 

" By winning souls to her, my child. A 
song, a hymn, a tale, a word in season, above 
all, some little act of Christian kindness, might 
sow the good seed in the hearts of your Hin- 
doo servants. And then there is this English 
youth. He is very fond of you, Louise, and 
you might help to make him a Catholic." 

" Oh, no ! I am not clever enough for that. 
Father." 

" It is not cleverness, my child, that con- 
quers souls. It is love." 
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superior force, and, by all the rules of war, 
we ought to have driven them from their 
positions. But we were foiled by a young 
devil of an ensign ! " 

" How is that possible ? " 

" It seems impossible, but it is nevertheless 
true. This young fellow was in the fore- 
most trench with some hundred and fifty 
men, when we came on with a rush that 
should have carried all before it. Instead of 
flying, or surrendering, or losing his head, he 
took his measures with the coolness of a 
veteran. He availed himself of whatever 
cover the unfinished work would afford, 
posted his men so as to enfilade our advance, 
repulsed our first charge at the point of the 
bayonet, and held his ground with a tenacity 
that I have never seen equalled in war. This 
gave time for the arrival of succours from 
the rear, and for the English to open fire on 
us from their inner line. The combat grew 
very hot, and we saw that we could effect 
nothing imtil we had dislodged this audacious 
stripling. Officer after officer fell in the 
attempt, and at length Paradis led the attack 
in person, and was killed at the head of his 
column. But the Englishman appeared to 



• • 
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have a charmed life, exposed himself every- 
where to danger with the utmost courage, 
and was able to impart the same spirit to his 
troops. Ihave never seen a more brilliant 
f^t of arms ! I could have hugged the young 
man for his valour!" exclaimed the enthu- 
siastic Frenchman. 

" Did you learn who, and, what he is ? '' 

" He is a young ensign, I tell you. But I 
heard from a prisoner we chanced to take, 
tl^t his name is Cleeve, or Cliffe, or som^e 
such short English word." 

" I thought so ! " cried Nevil, clapping his 
hands. " It must be my friend Robert Olive ! 
Do you know that your young hero was only a 
short time since a clerk in a counting-house?" 

" Whatever he may have been, he is a born 
soldier. Had you many like him, you would 
have Pondicherry in spite of us." 

" Shall we not have it now ? " 

"No. Your engineers do not understand 
their business. We shall risk no more sallies, 
but we have another way of going to work. 
The present operations will come to nothing." 

The Chevalier was right. When after much 
labour and the loss of many days, the English 
had succeeded in advancing their trenches 
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to within eight hundred yards of the town, 
they discovered that, from the nature of the 
ground to which they had given too Kttle 
attention, the French were able to flood the 
intervening space with water. They were 
thus stopped from proceeding further with 
their works, and the siege was turned into a 
bombardment. But the distance was too 
great for them to do much mischief. And 
although Admiral Boscawen brought in his 
fleet as near to the shore as possible, and 
cannonaded the town from the sea, he was 
prevented by the shallows from getting close 
enough for his guns to have any great effect. 
The French, on their side, kept up a constant 
fire on the besiegers, but also without inflict- 
ing much loss. It seemed as if both parties 
might go on indefinitely without other result 
than wasting their powder, when a sudden 
change in the weather determined the issue 
of the contest. The rainy season set in earlier 
than usual; sickness broke out in the English 
camp, and rising gales rendered it impossible 
for the ships to remain on that dangerous 
coast. It was resolved to raise the siege; and 
the English returned to Fort St. David with 
little honour from their enterprise. 
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But Dupleix aiid the French made the 
jnoBt extravagant demonstrations of triumph* 
They not only sang Te Deums^ and indulged 
in all sorts of rejoicings, but the Gk)vemor 
wrote to the native princes, and to the Great 
Mo^ul himself, maimifyinir the &:lory of his 
pwf^lnevements,^dSting ihe prowess 
of his nation. It was generally believed 
throughout India, that he had gained the 
^ost astonishing victory, and that it was 
hopeless for the English to attempt to resist 
80 brave and terrible an adversary. 

In the midst of the salutes, illuminations, 
fireworks, with which the French celebrated 
the retreat of their enemies, the Chevalier 
found Nevil in a somewhat desponding mood, 
and strove to cheer him with kind and 
generous talk. 

"We have not so much to boast of," he 
said with a smile. "Your failure is rather 
owing to the blunders of your engineers, than 
to any extraordinary skill on our part. And 
as for courage and conduct, the most gallant 
episode of the whole siege was that of your 
friend the ensign." 

"You are very good to say so. But it 
must be confessed that we cut a poor figure 
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in this war, and that, if it goes on as it has 
begun, we shall be driven out of India, 
Meanwhile, here I am a helpless prisoner, 
with no chance of regaining my liberty." 

"You do not want to leave us, Monsieur 
Nevil ? " said Louise, taking his hand in her 
tiny grasp, and looking up anxiously in his 
face. 

" I do not want to leave you, dear 
Sakoontala, nor your father ; but I want to 
return to my duties and occupations, and to 
see my coimtrymen, and to hear news of my 
mother. Besides, we English do not like to 
be confined in our movements. Do you 
remember the wild bird that was caught in 
the net, and that would not be made happy 
in his gilded cage ? " 

" Yes, and I let him fly," said the child, 
sighing deeply, "though I should have dearly 
loved to keep him. But we must not think 
always of ourselves, you know, and I hope he 
is happier in his woods than he would have 
been with me." 

It was not long after this, that the 
Chevalier came to Nevil one day with a joyful 
countenance. 

" I have to congratulate you on your 
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freedom, my young friend," he said, " though 
your departure will he a great loss to me. 
We have important news from Europe. The 
high sovereign powers are tired of the war, a 
congress has met at Aix-la-Chapelle, and the 
preliminaries of peace are signed. Of course, 
all prisoners will be released immediately." 
. "It seems almost ungrateful," answered 
Nevil, "but I cannot help feeling glad at 
regaining my liberty. Do you know what 
\ ., are the terms of peace ? " 

j ] " Oh ! the status quo ante helium — ^which 

means that we might just as well have not 
gone to war at all. However, there has been 
quite enough bloodshed, and we may return 
to more useful and profitable labours. Madras 
is to be restored to you within a limited 
\ time." 

! " What will Monsieur Dupleix say to that?" 

. " He cannot prevent it, although he will 

[ probably delay the transfer as long as 

possible. But we will not talk politics now. 

I am thinking of what message I can send to 

I Jules de la Eochelle, to thank him for the 

\U pleasure I have had in the company of his 

f \ adopted son." 

1 "I shall be able to tell him," cried Nevil, 



I. 

■s 
.■* 

I 

f 

I 

I" 

) 



MILITARY MOVEMENTS. 273 

"that I have found another father in his 
friend ! " 

Louise had been present when the Chevalier 
entered the room, but now the child was 
nowhere to be seen. She had stolen silently 
away when she heard the news, and sought 
the little garden-plot where she kept her 
favourite fawn. There she threw her arms 
round the animals neck, and drew it close to 
her, and wept as if her heart would break. 

" Oh, my dear, dear fawn ! " she sobbed. 
" He is going to leave us. He will never 
play with us any more, and will perhaps 
forget all about us ! " 

The grave negotiators, who met to regulate 
the affairs of the world in the ancient city of 
Charlemagne, might have smiled to see how 
the result of their deliberations a^ected these 
different persons on the distant coast of 
Coromandel. 
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